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The mocking fiend who near us stands

Entices us to evil deeds

;

He binds our souls in sensual bands

The mocking fiend who near us stands

;

But some good woman-angel pleads

For mercy at Almighty hands
;

With such for guide what mortal heeds

The mocking fiend who near us stands ?



THE MAN WITH A SECRET

CHAPTEE I.

THE BITTEKNESS OF DEATH.

We call Death harsh, but death ends all our strife,

Dishonour turns to gall the sweetest life.

To say that those who had assembled in

the drawing-room of the Grange to hear

the will read were astonished at the ex-

traordinary disclosures they had heard,

would give but a faint idea of the

amazement they felt. That the squire

should have left his large fortune to a

son of whom no one had ever heard was

most remarkable, but that the son in

question should turn out to be Eeginald

Blake was almost beyond belief.

Still, after examining all the evidences
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2 THE MAN WITH A SECRET.

of the fact, Mr. Bolby came to the

conclusion that there could be no doubt

as to the identity of the young man.

According to the story told by Patience

Allerby, who was well known to be the

nurse of the boy, he had been born at

Chelsea, London, six months after Fanny

Blake's arrival there, and had been called

by his mother's name. On bringing him

down to the village, Eandal Garsworth,

no doubt dreading the scandal, refused

to recognise his son, but agreed to pay

for his keep. Patience, therefore, had

done the best she could under the cir-

cumstances, and had placed the boy

with Dr. Larcher, telling him that his

parents were dead, thus giving him at

least the fiction of an honourable birth.

It had been a lie, no doubt, still it was

a lie the nobility of which there was

no denying, and one which would hardly

be set down by the Eecording Angel.
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As to the strange discovery that had

been made, everyone saw at once that

the squire had tried to make tardy re-

paration for his sin by leaving his pro-

perty to his unfortunate son; and the

evidence of the will itself, the evidence

of the letter found in the squire's desk,

and the evidence of the seal ring, all

showed plainly that the young man was

really and truly the mysterious son

alluded to in the will. Besides, accord-

ing to Dr. Larcher, the squire had men-

tioned Eeginald's name on his death-bed,

and pointed towards the desk, intimating,

no doubt, that the document which

would give the young man his just

right was hidden there, as indeed it

was. Altogether, on reviewing the whole

case through, Mr. Bolby declared it to

be the most extraordinary one that had

ever come under his notice. There

could be no doubt but that justice had

31*



4 THE MAN WITH A SECRET.

been done, and Eeginald was formally

recognised by everyone as the master of

Garsworth Grange.

Of course, the absence of registration

and baptismal certificates w^ould doubt-

less have proved a stumbling-block in a

court of law, but, as Beaumont had

foreseen, there was no hesitation upon

Una's part to surrender the property to

one whom she believed to be the right-

ful heir, and moreover, when Mr. Bolby

discovered that the two claimants were

engaged to be married, he declared that

it was a very neat solution of the diffi-

culty, although as a matter of fact,

owing to the clearness of the case on

the one side and the refusal to test its

truth by legal process on the other, no

such difficulty had ever arisen.

Beaumont was now extremely satisfied

with the way in which his conspiracy

had succeeded, as he had placed his
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son in possession of a fine estate, worth

ten thousand a year. Now his next ob-

ject was to gain control of this large

income through the young man himself.

Thanks to his ingratiating manner, he

completely succeeded in fascinating

Eeginald, who admired him greatly, and

Beaumont only wanted to have the

young man in his company for a few

months to become indispensable to him.

He proposed to become Eeginald's right-

hand man, at a fixed salary, and with autho-

rity to look after the estate, out of

which he foresaw he could make some

nice pickings. To do this, however, he

would have to get Eeginald away from

the village, as Patience jealously watched

her son, and if she thought for one

moment that Beaumont was trying to

take advantage of his lack of worldly

experience, was quite capable of exposing

the whole swindle.
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Fate, however, once more played into

his hands, for Mr. Bolby, having recog-

nised Eeginald as the heir, insisted

upon his coming up to London to see

his partner, and be put in formal pos-

session of the estate. Beaumont, there-

fore determined also to go to London

first, so as not to arouse the suspici-

ous nature of Patience Allerby, and

then call on Eeginald when he arrived

later on. Once he had an interview

with him in London he was quite satis-

fied that he could do w^hat he liked with

the plastic nature of the young man.

On his part Blake, or, as he was now-

called, Garsworth, was anxious to leave

the village for a time till the nine days'

wonder was over, for in spite of the

consolatory feeling of having ten thou-

sand a year he felt his position bitterly.

Having been brought up in an English

gentleman's household, he had imbibed
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rigorous principles all his life, therefore it

seemed to him a terrible disgrace to

have such a stigma on his name. He

was a nobody—a nameless outcast, un-

recognized bj the law of England—and

much as he wanted to marry Una, he

shrank from giving her a name to which

he had no legal claim. He dreaded lest

there should be children of such a

marriage, in which case they would

have to bear the stigma attached to

their father's birth, and he spoke seri-

ously to Dr. Larcher about releasing

Una from her engagement and restoring

to her the property to which he felt

she was justly entitled. Thus were the

fruits of Beaumont's crime placed in

jeopardy by the honour and upright

feeling of the young man whom such

crime had benetited, but luckily for Mr.

Beaumont, Una came to the rescue.

She plainly told Eeginald that she did
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not care for the circumstances of his

birth, which he could not help in any

way, and as to her being rightfully

entitled to the propert}^, if she married

him the property would be just as much

hers as if it had been duly left to her

by the squire. So after a great deal of

persuasion from Una and Dr. Larcher,

Eeginald came to accept his somewhat

unpleasant position with equanimity.

" I cannot stay here, however,*' he

said bitterly. " Everyone stares at me as

if I were a wild beast. I will go up to

town with Mr. Bolby, and return in a

few months, when I get more used to

the position."

Una fully approved of this, and agreed

to stay on at the Grange with Miss

Cassy until he returned, then they

would be married, and go abroad for a

year, during which time the old house

would be redecorated, and thev would
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then return to live in it, when all the

circumstances of his succession to the

property had to some extent been for-

gotten.

Beaumont, having heard this decision,

determined to go up to Town in advance

and there await Eeginald's arrival. So,

after taking an effusive farewell of every-

one, he departed, carrying with him the

good wishes of all with whom he had

come in contact. Only Patience did not

wish him God speed, but surveyed him

grimly when he came to say good-bj'e

to her.

"I'm glad to see you go," she said

coldly. "• Our son is now provided for,

and you have at least done something

towards repairing your villainy. I hope

I'll never set eyes upon you again, but

if ever I hear of you meddling with

Eeginald in any wa}^ it will be the worse

for you."
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"Say the worse for both of us," retorted

Beaumont airily. " We're in the same box

over this affair, and punishment to me

means the same for you."

So he took his departure, leaving an

excellent impression behind him, and every

one hoped he would come back again some

day, which he laughingly promised to do

if his engagements would permit him.

"I'll see you in London, Eeginald," he

said to the young man, " and anything I

can do for you there, of course, you may

command me."

Eeginald thanked him for his kindness,

little thinking how treacherous that kind-

ness was, and then addressed himself to

the work of preparing for his own depar-

ture.

He had a long interview with Patience,

in which she informed him that the story

told by her to Dr. Larcher had been told

with the best intentions to spare him the
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truth, and on consideration he saw for

himself that she had acted for the best, so

he forgave her for the falsehood. Patience

stayed on at the Grange, living her old life,

and felt quite satisfied now that the future

of the human being she loved best on earth

was secured.

Eeginald asked Dr. Larcher to let him

take Dick to Town, which request the

worthy vicar granted, only admonishing

Mr. Bolby to look carefully after the pair.

"I love them as my own sons," said the

good man gravely, " and I dread lest they

should be led into evil ways in the great

city—they are young and untried—let

them not drink, for what says Horace ?

* Non ego sanius, Bacchabor EdonisJ
"

" They won't get any bad example from

me," said Mr. Bolby, " from me there's

no bad example to be got. I'll take them

to the theatres and several amusements,

but'that's all."
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So the vicar, full of anxiety for his dear

boys, allowed them to go, and the last

to bid Eeginald farewell was Una.

" Don't foro^et me amonsr all the beauties

of London," she whispered archly, " or I'll

come to Town to look for you."

•'Don't be afraid," he replied with an

affectation of lifrhtness he was far from

feeling. " I will come back to you heart-

whole, and then if ^^ou'll have me we'll

be married."

So the poor lad departed, having learned

already thus early in life that wealth alone

does not bring happiness.

c^^Jil^^



CHATTEE n.

FROM DR. NESTLEY'S POINT OF VIEW.

So low—so low—yes I am low indeed,

But he thy lover, tho' of high estate,

Will fall to this—I tell thee dainty dame

The devil even now is at his ear,

Breathing temptations in most subtle guise,

"Which soon will lose him all he holds most dear.

The autumn was now nearly over, and it

was that bleak, chill season just before

winter, when the trees, denuded of foliage,

seemed to wait for the snow to cover the

bare branches, which shivered complain-

ingly in the chill wind. Under foot the

ground was dark and sodden, overhead the

sky dull and lowering, while piercingly

cold blasts blew across the lonely marshes

and whistled shrilly over the waste moor-

land.
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Dreary and desolate as it had looked in

summer time, Garswortli Grange appeared

even more dreary and desolate under the

sombre-coloured sky. The damp had dis-

coloured the white marble of the statues,

which seemed lost amid the surrounding

desert of bare trees and dead leaves. It

was everlastingly raining, and Una, looking

out of the antique windows at the gloomy

landscape seen through the driving mists of

rain, felt dull and depressed. All day long

the winds whistled through the dismal

rooms, and the rain ceaselessly dripped

from the eaves, so it was hardly to be

wondered that both Una and Miss Cassy

felt anything but cheerful.

It was now about two months since

Eeginald had gone up to Town, and Una

had received frequent letters from him

about the way in which everything was

being arranged by the lawyers. Of late

these letters had become feverish in tone,
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as if the writer were trying to invest his

correspondence with a kind of fictitious

gaiety he was far from feeling, and this

sudden change of style gave her serious

uneasiness. She knew how sensitive Regi-

nald was, and how deeply he had felt the

discovery of his real birth, so dreaded lest,

to banish the spectres which haunted him

he should plunge into dissipation. In one

of his letters also he had mentioned having

met Beaumont in town, and as Una

learned from the vicar that Dick Pem-

berton had gone to Folkestone to see

his uncle, she felt doubtful as to the wisdom

of an inexperienced youth like Reginald

being left alone in London with a reckless

man of the world like Beaumont.

She had mistrusted Beaumont when she

first met him, but by his fascinating manner

he had succeeded in overcoming her re-

pugnance, but now that he was away

the influence of his strong personality died
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out, and she began to dread his power

over her lover's honourable, guileless

nature.

" I wish Eeginald would come back at

once," she said to Miss Gassy, " and then

we could be married, and he would have

some one to look after him.

"I'm sure I'll be glad when you are

married," whimpered Miss Cassy, whose

spirits the lonely life she was leading sadly

depressed. " I'll go melancholy mad if I

stay here—I know I shall. I'm sure that

isn't odd, is it ? I feel like what's her-name

in the Moated Grange, you know—the

weary, w^eary dead thing, I mean, and the

gloomy flats—not half so nice as the flat

we had in town. If we could only go to it

again—I feel so shivery."

And so Miss Cassy rambled on in a

disconnected fashion, one thought suggest-

ing another, while Una sat staring out of

the window, with Eeorinald's last letter in
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her hand, wondering what was best to be

done.

"I don't trust Mr. Beaumont," she said

at length. " He is not a good companion

for Eeginald."

" Oh, my dear," said Miss Gassy, picking

up the tea cosy, which she kept by her

to put on her head when she felt cold,

" such a charming man—quite a Lord

what's-his-name in his manners."

"His manners are all right, I've no

doubt," returned Una drily, " but what

about his morals ?
"

Miss Cassy gave a little girlish scream,

and extinguished herself with the tea-cosy.

" What dreadful things you do say, Una,"

she observed in a shocked tone. " So very

odd—quite like Zola, so very French.

" My dear aunty, I know you are one of

those people who think that unmarried

girls should be absolutely ignorant of such

things. I don't agree with you. There's

VOL. Ill 32
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no need of them to parade their knowledge

of evil, but they cannot help hearing about

it, however carefully they are brought up.

I know London is not a good place for a

young man with plenty of money, especially

when he is so inexperienced as Eeginald

—

besides, Mr. Beaumont is a man of the world,

who I really believe lives by his wits

—

and if it be a case of his wits against

Eeginald's, my dear aunt, I'm afraid poor

Eeginald will come off worst."

"What's to be done, then?" said Miss

Cassy blankly. " Do you think if I sent

dear Eeginald some tracts
"

" I don't think that would be much use,'*

interrupted Una laughing. " No, I'll go

over to Garsworth to see the vicar — he \^ill

know what is best to be done. I will show

him Eeginald's letter, and I'm sure he will

agree with me that it will be wise to

withdraw him from Mr. Beaumont's in-

fluence."
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"Why doesn't Mr. Bolby look after

him ? " said Miss Gassy indignantly.

" I daresay Mr. Bolby has got his own

business to look after," replied Una with a

faint sigh ;
" besides, he only regards

Reginald from a monetary point of view,

nothing more— will you come to the

vicarage with me, aunt ?
"

" Oh yes, dear," cried Miss Cassy with

great alacrity, " the walk will do me good,

and I'm so dull—I'll talk to dear Mrs.

Larcher, you know, she's so odd, but still

she's better than one's own company, isn't

she, dear ?—let us get ready at once—the

rain has gone off, I see."

" Then let us follow the example of

the rain," said Una with a laugh, and the

two ladies went away to prepare themselves

for their walk.

When they sallied forth with heavy

cloaks and thick boots, they found that for

once the sun had shown his face and was

32*
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looking through the watery clouds in a

somewhat feeble fashion.

The ground under foot was wet and

spong3% still it was better than being

immured in the dreary Grange, and as

they walked rapidly along their spirits

rose in spite of the depressing influence

of the weather.

When they arrived at the bridge after a

sharp walk they saw a man leaning over

the parapet looking at the cold grey water

swirling below.

" Dear me, Una, how very odd,"

exclaimed Miss Cassy, " there is Dr.

Nestley."

" Dr. Nestley," echoed Una, rather

startled. " I thought he had gone away

last week ?
"

" He was going, but for some reason did

not," answered Miss Cassy, who by some

mysterious means heard all the gossip of

the village. " I hear he is still staying at
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Kossiter's—drinking, my dear—oh dreadful

—so very odd."

By this time they were directly in

the centre of the bridge, and hearing

footsteps Nestley turned round, showing

a wan, haggard face, with dull bleared

eyes filled with mute misery. So ill and

desolate did the young man look that Una's

heart smote her as she thought the change

was brought about through her refusal to

marry him, and though she despised him

for his weakness of character in thus being

influenced, yet she still felt pity for the help-

lessness of the poor fellow.

Nestley flushed as he recognized the

two ladies, then raised his hat, and

without saying a word turned once

more to look at the river. Una felt

uneasy as he did so, for a sudden doubt

arose in her heart as to whether he did not

intend to put an end to his life, so taking a

sudden resolution she whispered to Miss
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CassY to walk on by herself to the

vicarage.

" I will join 3'ou soon," she said in a low

voice, " but first I want to speak to Dr.

Nestley."

"But it's so odd," objected Miss Cassy,

" really so very—very odd."

Nevertheless she made no further ob-

jection, and trotted away through the

village street, leaving Una alone on the

bridge with Dr. Nestley. Though the un-

happy young man knew that she was still

behind him he did not turn round, but

kept staring dully at the foam-streaked

waters of the Gar.

" Dr. Nestley," she said, softly touching

him on the shoulder, " I want to speak to

you."

Ht^ turned sullenly round, though the

touch of her gloved hand sent a thrill

through his frame, and Una recoiled with

an exclamation of pity as she saw what a
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wreck lie was. His face, formerly so fresh-

coloured, was now grey and thin, his eyes

bleared with dark circles under them, while

his nervous lips and shaking hands showed

how deeply he had been drinking. Even

in his clothes she saw a change, for they

were carelessly put on ; his linen was dirty

and his tie arranged in a slovenly manner

—

altogether he looked Hke a man who had

entirely lost his self-respect, and cared

neither for his health nor appearance.

Nestley saw the expression on her face

and laughed, a hollow, mirthless laugh,

which seemed quite in keeping with his

wretched appearance.

" You are looking at your work, Miss

Challoner," he said bitterly, " well, I hope

you are satisfied."

Una's pride was up in arms at once.

" You have no right to speak to me in

such a manner, sir," she said haughtily,

looking at him with a proudy cold face.
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" Do not ascribe jouv own folly to any

fault of mine—that is both weak and

unmanly.*'

The wretched creature before her drooped

his head before the severe gaze of her

eyes.

" You would not marry me," he said

weakly, " you would not save me from

myself."

" Am I to go through the world saving

men from their own passions ? " she

returned scornfully. "Shame upon you,

Dr. Nestley, to take refuge behind such a

weak defence. Surely because a woman

refuses to marry a man he ought not to

lower himself as you have done, and then

lay the blame on her instead of himself

—

you ought to make an end of this folly."

" Just what I was thinking," he muttered,

glancing at the river. She instinctively

guessed what the glance meant, and looked

at him, saying :
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" Would you add suicide to the rest of

your follies ?—that is a coward's refuge and

one not worthy of a clever man like you.

Come, Doctor Nestley," she continued, lay-

ing a kind hand on his shoulder, "be

advised by me. Give up this mad love

of drink which is lowering you to the

level of the brutes, and go back to your

home — there amid your old com-

panions you will soon forget that I ever

existed."

" Never ! Never !
" he said in a broken

voice.

" Oh yes you will," she replied cheerfully.

"Time is a wonderful consoler—besides,

Doctor Nestley, I could never have married

you, for though you did not then, you

know now—I am going to marry Mr.

Blake."

" And what difference will that make to

you ? " he asked mockingly, lifting his dull

eyes to her earnest face.
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" I do not understand you," she said

coldly, drawing back.

" Then I can easily explain," replied the

young man quickly, " the only difference

will be this—you love him, you do not love

me—for the rest both Eeginald Blake

—

or shall I call him Garsworth ?—and myself

wall be equal in all else."

" You are talking wildly," said Una in an

icy tone, " so I shall leave you—permit me

to pass, if you please ?
"

"Not till I have had my say," he

retorted, his eyes growing bright. " I can

wring your proud heart now as you wrung

mine then. I saw your look of horror

w hen you looked at me and saw how low I

had fallen through drink—in the same way

you will look upon your lover when he

returns from the guardianship of Basil

Beaumont."

Una gave a cry of alarm, and reeled

against the stone parapet of the bridge for
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support, while a cold hand seemed to clutch

at her heart.

" You have heard of those devils of old

who tempted mankind," went on Nestley

rapidly. *' Yes, you have heard such stories

and thought them pious fictions of Catho-

licism—but it is true, quite true. There

are devils of like sort in our midst even

now, and Basil Beaumont is one. I knew

him in London five years ago when I was

a young man just starting in life. I had no

vices, I had great talents, I was devoted to

my profession and all seemed to promise a

fair life. But Beaumont came, devil that

he is, in the guise of an angel of light, and

ruined me. He beguiled me with his

wheedling tongue and specious manners

into believing in him. Having gained my

confidence he led me to gamble and drink

until I sank so low that even he forsook me

—yes, forsook the man he had ruined. It

was when his fatal influence was withdrawn
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that I began to recover. I took the pledge,

left London and its fascinations and plunged

into hard work. For ^ve years I never

touched alcohol and things seemed going

well with me once more—but I came down

here and met him again. I resisted his

persuasions for a long time, but on the

day you rejected me I was worn out

with watching by the bedside of the

Squire, and sick with disappointment; he

persuaded me to take a glass of wine—it

was followed by another—and then—I need

not go on, but next morning I found I had

lost my self-respect. I gave way to despair,

there seemed no hope for me, and now see

what I am, and all through Basil Beaumont

—I have lost my good name—my money

—

my position—everything—everything in

the world."

Sick with horror Una tried to speak, but

could only look at him with white lips and

a terrified face. Seeing her alarm he re-
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sumed his discourse but in a somewhat

milder fashion.

" Your lover has gone to London, and

Beaumont is with him. He is the possessor

of money. Beaumont will want to handle

that money ; to do so he will reduce

Reginald Blake to a mere cypher. Do you

know how he will do it ? I will tell you.

By fast living—he will reduce your lover to

the abject condition I was in, and through

him squander the Garsworth money. It

does not matter how high Reginald Blake's

principles may be, how pure he desires to

live, how temperate he may have been, he

is in the power of Basil Beaumont, and,

little by little, will be dragged down to the

lowest depths of degradation and despair."

" No, no !
" she cried, wildly, " it cannot

be!"

" It will be, I tell you—I know Beaumont,

you do not—if you would save your lover,

get him out of the clutches of that devil, or
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he will become an object of horror to you

as I am."

He turned away with a look of despair,

and crossing the bridge on to the common,

slouched along the muddy road without

casting a glance back, while Una, with pale

face and tightly-clenched hands, gazed after

him with mute agony in her eyes.

" Oh, great Heaven !
" she moaned,

lifting up her wan face to the grey sky, " if

this should be true—it must be true—I can

see he is speaking the truth ! Reginald to

sink to that — no, no! I'll go and see the

vicar. I will tell him all—all ! We must

save him before it is too late !

"

With feverish impatience she began to

walk down the street on her way to the

vicarage, intent only on finding some means

of saving the man she loved.

And the man who had no woman to save

him slouched wearily along the road—

a

lonely, desolate figure, with only the grey
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sky above and the grey earth below, with

no hope, no peace, no love awaiting, but

only the blank, black shadow of approaching

sorrow broodin^jf over his life with sombre

r©of
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A mother's affection.

Niohe. From cruel Phoebus all my children fly.

Chorus, Fly then, oh Queen, else will they bring thee

harm.

Niohe. What evil counsel is upon thy tongue ?

Chorus. The counsel that would save thee from thyself.

Niohe. A mother's love should thus protect her child.

Chorus. From such protection cometh death to thee.

Niohe. Death will be welcome if it cometh thus

For naught thou knowest of true motherhood

Thinking that fear of death will drive me hence

To leave mine offspring to Phoebean darts.

The next day was Sunday, and during the

night there was a heavy fall of snow, so

the Garsworth folk were not a little

astonished, upon rising in the morning, to

find the ground white, and the sky of a dull,

leaden colour. Una had seen the vicar,

and, in consequence of the interview she

had with him, had written a letter to



. A MOTHER'S AFFECTION. -33

Eeginald, which she was enclosing in an

envelope when Patience Allerby entered in

order to clear away the breakfast-things.

She saw that Una had been writing to

Eeginald, and a gleam of interest crossed

her stolid face as she looked eagerly at her

mistress. Una guessed her thoughts, and,

knowing the woman's deep interest in

Eeginald, arising, as she thought, from the

fact of Patience being his nurse, spoke to

her on the subject.

" I am writing to Mr. Blake," she said,

closing the envelope, " as I am anxious for

him to return to Garsworth."

" He is all right, is he not. Miss Una ?
"

asked Patience anxiously.

"Oh, yes, I think so," replied Una,

doubtfully, " but I have been talking with

the vicar, and he agrees with me that it is

dangerous for Eeginald to be in London."

" Danger—from whom ?
"

" Mr. Beaumont."

VOL. III. 33
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" Mr. Beaumont !
" echoed Patience, in a

harsh voice. " What has he been doing to

.my boy ?
"

Una looked at her in astonishment, for

the whole face of the woman seemed trans-

formed, and instead of wearing its usual

calm expression it was convulsed with

stormy passions : For once the mask had

fallen off, and Una recognised the terrible

force of character hidden under this w^ Oman's

placid exterior. The housekeeper also felt

that she had betrayed herself and strove to

recover her lost ground by an explanation.

" I beg your pardon. Miss Una, if I speak

angrily," she said feverishly, " but re-

member I was Mr. Blake's nurse, and he is

the only being I care about in this world

—

if harm happened to him I would never

forgive myself."

" I hope there is no chance of harm

happening to him," replied Una gently,

" but he is in London with Mr. Beaumont,
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and from what Dr. Nestley told me about

that gentleman I don't think he is a good

companion for Eeginald."

" Dr. Nestley," said Patience thoughtfully,

*' I was not aware Dr. Nestley had met Mr.

Beaumont before."

"Yes, I believe they met in London,"

replied Una, and proceeded to direct the

envelope, while Patience thinking over what

she had heard left the room.

When she had finished all her work for

the day she retired to her room in order

to think over the conversation. Judging

from what Miss Challoner had told her

Beaumont was trying to ruin Eeginald,

and she guessed his motive for doing so.

Patience was well enough acquainted with

the artist to know that he did nothing

without an object, and as he had placed

Blake in receipt of ten thousand a year, she

foresaw that his next step would be to

handle it. As he could only do this

33*
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through Eeginald he was trying to get

the boy completely into his power in order

to do what he pleased. As to Dr. Nesiley's

remarks, he evidently knew something

about Beaumont's former life, and Patience

after some thought came to the decision

that she would call upon Dr. Nestley that

afternoon and find out all he knew about

him.

Having taken this resolution she put on

her things and went out, after telling

Jellicks she would come back again in

about two or three hours.

Outside, the snow had ceased to fall, and

all the cold tints and wretched appearance

of the landscape were hidden under a pure

white covering. The bare branches of the

trees were all laden with powdery snow,

which was shaken down in white flakes at

every breath of wind. The long lines of

thorny hedges ran along the white surface

in black lines, and here and there tall,
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gaunt trees stood up in startling contrast

of colour. Patience, however, saw none of

the beauties of winter, but trudged slowly

along the half-obliterated road and thought

of the perils to which Eeginald was being

exposed by his own father.

Then she crossed the bridge, and, glanc-

ing over the side, saw the leaden-coloured

water sweeping drearily between the white

banks, the sloping roof of the church

covered with whiteness like an altar covered

by the sacramental cloth ; the heavy grey

stones of the tower, and beyond the tall red

chimneys of the vicarage, making a cheer-

ful spot of bright colour against the bluish

sky.

She knew that Nestley was stopping at

" The House of Good Living," so went

straight there and asked for him, where-

upon she was shown into the parlour,

before the fire of which was seated the

unhappy young man, looking more worn
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out and haoforard than ever. He started to

his feet when he saw Patience and stared

anxiously at her, speaking the thought that

was uppermost in his mind :

"Is Miss Una ill?" he asked, thinking

she had come for his professional services.

" No, sir," replied Patience sitting down

and throwing back her veil, " Miss Una is

quite well—I have come to see you on my

own business."

" Are you ill ? " he asked wearily, resum-

ing his seat and leaning his head uj)on

his hand, "what is the matter with you? "

"Nothing at all," she answered coldly.

" My health is all right, but I wish to

speak to you about Mr. Beaumont."

Dr. Nestley looked at her in surprise,

with a bitter smile on his lips.

" What, you too ? " he said derisively,

" are you another of his victims ?
"

" No—I am not his victim

—

but, as you

know, I am the nurse of Mr. Blake, who
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lately succeeded to the property, and as he

is now in London with Mr. Beaumont I

want to hear from your own lips what

danger you think there is in such com-

panionship."

" What can I say ?
"

" Everything
;
you told Miss Una your

story yesterday and she said something

about it to me "

" Betrayed my confidence ?
"

" Nothing of the sort, sir, she merely said

you did not consider Mr. Beaumont a good

companion for a young man, nothing more

—is it true ?
"

*' Perfectly true. I know what Beaumont

is from my own experience of him—he will

drag Eeginald Blake down to the lowest

depths of degradation."

The woman tightened her thin lips omin-

ously.

" I don't think so if I can help it," she

said grimly.
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" Then if you can help it—if you have

any power over him—take Blake away from

his influence or he will ruin him."

" Are 3^ou sure ?
"

" Sure," he repeated bitterly, " I know it

only too well to my own cost, God help me

!

Basil Beaumont is a devil, and never rests

till he makes his friends as base as himself.

Blake has got money, Beaumont wants that

money, and will let nothing stand in his

way to procure it."

" He had better not set himself up against

me."

" What do you know about him ?
"

" More than he cares the world to know."

" Then use that knowledge to keep him

away from Garsworth."

" I don't care if he comes to Garsworth

as long as he leaves my—my boy alone.

" Your boy ?
"

" Eeginald Blake—I was his nurse—

I

will get him to return here, and if he marries
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Miss Una I don't think Mr. Beaumont will

be able to do much."

"He'll do this much," cried Nestley

quickly, " he'll try and prevent the

marriage."

" Why ? " she asked curtly. " For what

reason ?
"

" The best of all reasons—he loves Una

Challoner himself."

Patience arose to her feet with a cry, her

face turned to a ghastly pallor.

" You—you—are mad," she gasped,

placing her hand on her heart, " it cannot

be true."

" It is true, I tell you," said Nestley in a

harsh whisper, coming close to her. " Una

Challoner would not listen to me because

she loves Eeginald Blake. Beaumont also

loves her and sees Blake is an obstacle in his

path, he will remove that obstacle by fair

means or foul—but remove it he will—he'll

obtain such power over Blake that he will
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get him to make a will in his favour, then

—then—you can guess what will follow."

" Oh ! but it's horrible—horrible—this

man would never do such a thing."

" I know Basil Beaumont—you don't."

" Don t I !
". she cried viciousl}^, turning

round. '' I know him only too well—I was

a fTood woman once !

"

" Ah ! I thought you were another

victim," said Nestley cynically. " And

what do you propose to do ?
"

" Do !
" she said fiercely. " I will write

him a letter and warn him once and for all

—if he refuses to accept the warning I will

show him no mercy—he must give up all

thought of Una Challoner—she shall marry

Eeginald Blake and none other."

" She will never do that while Beaumont

lives—I know she loves Blake, but Beau-

mont loves her, and what are those two

innocents against his devilish craftiness ?
"

" He has got to deal with me as well as
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with them," she said grandly. " Sooner than

Beaumont shall harm a hair of their heads

I will end his life and his villainies at the

same time."

" You would not kill him ?
"

" I will do what I say—if he does not

accept the warning I send him, his life is in

his own hands not mine."

Nestley stood silent with astonishment,

while without another word, Patience

swept out of the room, and then only

did he recover his power of speech.

" Ugh !
" he said with a shiver. " I

believe she will—but no—Beaumont is a

man nothing can harm—devils are sent

upon the earth for some purpose, and he

is one."

He crouched down over the fire, the

red light of which glared upon his face,

bringing out all the lines and hollows now

stamped on it and making him look very

old and grey. Outside, the night was
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closing in, and he shivered again as the

deep voice of the church bell rang through

the keen air.

"It's Sunday," he whispered. ''Sun-

day night—I ought to go to church.

Church !

" he repeated with a dreary

laugh, " there's no church for me

—

between myself and God stands the devil

of Drink."

If



CHAPTER IV.

PSALM CVII. 19.

Some chance word

May strike upon an inattentive ear

And rouse the soul from selfish slumberings,

To wrestle with a thousand subtle foes

That would destroy its hope of Paradise.

Outside the snow fell fast and thick

from the dull impenetrable sky, but within

the church all was warmth and light.

Owing to the primitive civilisation of

the village the holy edifice was only

illuminated by a few oil lamps, which

just sufficed to fill it with shadows. The

great arched roof above was completely

in darkness, and hanging low down,

almost on a level with the pews, the

lamps burned with a dull yellow light

in the heavy atmosphere. On the com-

munion table four tapers shone like
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amber-coloured stars, touching the white

limbs of the Christ hanging on the ebony

cross with fitful lights. A lamp enclosed

in a red sflobe swun<2^ from the centre

of the chancel arch, flaming fiercely

crimson like a red eye glaring out of

the semi-darkness, and on each side of

the pulpit two candles threw a doubtful

glimmer on the open bible. Amid all

this fantasy of shadow and light knelt

the simple villagers with bowed heads,

following, with murmuring voices, the

Lord's Prayer, recited by the vicar.

The confused sound buzzed among the

multitudinous arches, losing itself in

faint echoes amid the great oaken beams,

and then the thunder of the organ rolled

out a melodious amen which died away

in a whisper as, with a rustle, the con-

gregation arose to their feet to make the

responses.

During the singing of the Psalms, the
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door at the lower end of the church

opened and, heralded by a blast of cold

air which made all the lamps flicker, a

man stole stealthily to a dark seat and

knelt down. This was Duncan Nestley,

who, tortured by maddening thoughts

and overpowering mental anguish, had

come to religion for consolation, now

kneeling, with hot dry eyes and clasped

hands amid the shadows.

The evening psalm was that magnificent

chant wherein David describes Jehovah

as coming forth in all his glory, and the

choir, really being an excellent one, the

rolling verse of the Hebrew poet was

well rendered. The thin treble of the

boys rang out piercingly shrill through

the mystic twilight.

" He rode upon the cheruhims and did

fly : he came flying upon the wings of the

windy
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Then, without pause, the deeper voices

of the men thundered out the sublime

words

:

" He made darkness his secret place :

his pavilion round about him with dark

water and thick clouds to cover himJ'

No wonder, as the great volume of

sound rang through the church, the

heart of the unhappy man was filled with

fear.

This terrible Deity who came forth in

such appalling splendour was his enemy,

this awful Jehovah of the Hebrews, in

whose hand flashed the sword of ven-

geance, was his merciless judge, and

kneeling there with tightly clenched

hands he felt crushed to the earth by

the fierce denunciations thundered forth

by the choir. But then a change came

over the terrible vehemence of the music.
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and sweet as a silver trumpet rang out

the proclamation

:

" The Lord liveth, and blessed be my

strong helper and praised be the God of

my salvation."

There was mercy then—this unknown

Splendour whose terrors had been

shadowed forth with such grandeur had

pity as well as vengeance ; a dull feeling

of exhaustion stole over him as the

psalm ended with the promise of mercy,

and his dry lips moved mutely as though

to join in the final " Glory be to the

Father."

He did not rise from his knees, but

still in a posture of abject supplication

heard, as in a dream, the reading of the

lessons and the sweet kindly music of

the hymns. It was only when the vicar,

tall and stately in his white surplice,

mounted the pulpit and gave out the

VOL. HI. 34
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text, that lie stirred. With a weary sigh

he arose and sat down in the pew, utterly

exhausted by the conflicting emotions

roused within him by the music, but the

words of the text given out by the re-

sonant voice of Dr. Larcher seemed to

convey some comfort to his despairing

soul.

" Then they cry unto the Lord in their

trouble and He saveth them out of their

distresses.''

He listened to the sermon idly at first,

but soon found, to his surprise, that he

was following the words of the preacher

with close attention. Dr. Larcher was

no golden-mouthed Chrysostom by any

manner of means, but he preached a

plain, homely sermon, eminently adapted

to the simple congregation of which he

was pastor. Never for a moment did he

lose himself amid abstruse theological
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arguments which they could not have

understood, but told them practical

truths in vigorous Saxon, the meaning

of which no one could fail to grasp.

^^ For, my brethren, when a man is at

the lowest depths of despair it is then that

he first calls upon the name of the Lord.

In time of peace and plenty, when our

friends are around us and our coffers are

full, we are alas too apt to forget that all

these benefits come from the Almighty, and

thus at times neglect to thank Him for His

many mercies. But when the clouds of

adversity gather around us, when the loved

ones sink into the grave, when our worldly

wealth disappears like snow, when our

name becomes a by-word of scorn and

reproach, it is then that we turn to God for

that help which is denied to us by man.

And does he ever refuse to aid us ?—No I—
In the words of the Psalmist, * Cast thy

34*
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burden upon the Lord and He shall sustain

thee '— to the heart that is truly contrite He

gives peace and help in time of need ; none

so low hut that He will not hear and grant

their prayers if made from the heart. It

is not to the terrible Jehovah of the Jewish

nation, with pomp and pride of sacrifices

and blowing of silver trumpets, that we of

later generations appeal. No, since the

coming of our dear Lord, who forms the

link between most high heaven and lowly

earth, we offer up humble prayers to Him

in solitude, and He, the mild and merciful

Father of us all, dries the tears from our

eyes and takes the sorrows from our hearts.

If a man be weak and would commit sin

let him call upon the Lord and he will be

strengthened—if the temptations to which

he has been exposed have been too heavy

for his bearing and he has succumbed, let

him implore mercy of the Almighty and he

shall surely find it. Alas! how often do
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we find unforgiveness in men. Forgetting

the words of Christy ' Forgive us our ires^

passes as we forgive them thai trespass

against us,' they turn their faces away and

leave us abased in the dust, but Christ lifts

us from that position of humiliation with

comforting tvords, ^ Arise poor sinner, and

thy sins be forgiven thee, for to this end did

I come into the world.' If there be any one

of you present who has sinned let him

repent this night and he will find the peace

of God which passeth all understanding.

If he be weak, God will give him strength to

conquer ; if he be in despair, God will give

him hope of pardon. Pray—pray unceas-

ingly, for it is by prayer alone that our

weak voices can reach the ear of the eternal

Father.''

Nestley waited to hear no more, but

with a stifled cry of anguish fled from the

church into the cold, white world outside.
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Stumbling over the tombstones, through

the bhnding snow—now falling in thick

flakes—he soon found himself in the open

street, and urged by some mad impulse, he

knew not what, he sped wildly onward

through the market-place, over the bridge

and on to the trackless common. With

clenched teeth and wild, staring eyes he

made head against the storm that was

sweeping along. His feet made no sound

on the yielding snow and he glided along

like an unquiet ghost, the burning words

of the sermon ringing in his ears.

He was in the lowest depths of despair

and all men had turned their faces from

him ; he would call upon the Lord to help

him—but would God attend ?—surely He

would—What were the words of the text ?

" Then they cry unto the Lord in their

trouble and He saveth them out of their dis-

tresses.**
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He also would cry and tlie Lord would

save him from the terrible agony he was

enduring. He would kneel down there and

then in the snow and call upon this unseen

God, pavilioned in the terrible splendour of

encircling clouds to aid him.

''God! Hell? me!''

No answer save the whistling of the wind

and the soft sound of the snow sweeping

past, caressing his cold face with delicate

touch.

" God ! show me how to he saved.''

Nothing, nothing, only the black sky

above, the white earth below, and liimself>

between the two, a reckless, despairing

man holding up his helpless hands.

" Our Father which art iri heaven "

How sweet those words sounded ; he had

surely heard them at his mother's knee

—

then he was an innocent child, but now

!



66 THE MAN WITH A SECRET.

Oh God, the evil life he had lived since

then

!

" God ! God I—pity and save I
"

It was getting quite warm now and he

felt drowsy ; if he slept for a while he

would then awake and ask God once more

to save him ; but no, if he fell asleep in the

snow he would never awake again, for this

treacherous snow would slay him with cold

embraces. He would die—die. Ah ! he

could not die, even though lulled to sleep

by the siren voice, and soft caressing of the

snow-queen ; life was sweet, so he would

fight to retain it.

A long struggle and he was on his feet
;

the road ! where was the road ? he could

not see it. Never mind, the snow and

wind were at his back, he would walk on

till he came to the bridge, then he would

be in safety. Oh, the weary, weary miles

—half dazed, half mad, he staggered on.
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reeling like a drunken man. Would the

road never come to an end ? Oli this

incessant whirl of snow-flakes that he was

in ; it was the dance of death, and he was

the dancer.

Quicker and quicker fell the flakes on

the white common and over the dark sur-

face of the Gar, but no figure was strug-

gling along now ; no, it was lying upon the

bridge, a disordered heap of black clothing,

which the snow was rapidly hiding beneath

its soft white mantle.

Over the bridge comes the horse and gig

of a sturdy farmer who has to cross the

wild white waste beyond to reach home,

and the sturdy farmer himself with his

buxom wife beside him drives the wise old

horse. Suddenly the old horse shies at the

figure lying in the snow—a start on the

part of the farmer and his w^ife— then

exclamations and calls for help, black

figures come gliding over the snow like
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shadows, and kindly hands raise Duncan

Nestley from his deadly resting-place.

They take him to the inn, place him

before a roaring fire, force some hot

brandy between his blue lips, and rub his

frozen limbs to bring back the circulation

of the chill blood.

Dead ! no, not dead 1 he opens his eyes.

In them there is no intelligence, only a

vacant stare—he babbles a few words and

then falls back in a faint.

Delirious, yes, and delirious for many a

long day, poor soul.

fe—sSs—

^
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LONDON.

London is the candle which, ever attracting country

moths by its feverish glare destroys them remorselessly

in its cruel flame.

Eeginald Blake was not enjoying himself

very much in town owing to his disturbed

state of mind. For years he had pictured

to himself the marvellous city and his life

therein ; how he would one day lind him-

self a denizen of the great metropolis, eager

to win fame and fortune by the magic of

his voice, how he would delight in leading

the ambitious, half Bohemian, wholly de-

lightful existence of a singer, and how he

would be able to wander about the streets

and see the brilliant life of the mighty

city with its restless activity and ardent

strivings after wealth, fame and novelty.
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Grey Westminster Abbey, noble St. Paul's,

the enormous pile of the Parliament House,

the golden-topped column of the Monu-

ment, he would see all these, with their

wealth of historical, religious and artistic

associations. He would tread the very

streets over whose stones wandered proud

poverty-stricken Chatterton, courtly Addi-

son and ponderous Dr. Johnson ; he would

find the picturesque alleys, houses and

roads described in the fascinating pages of

Dickens, and he would stray about the

sacred purlieus of Drury Lane, haunted by

the stately shades of Wilkes, of Siddons, of

Bracegirdle, and David Garrick. Good

heavens, what innumerable fantastic castles

did he not build in Cloud Cuckoo Land

about the unseen glories of London, where

every street and stone was redolent of the

glorious history of England from Plan-

tagenet to Guelph.

Oh, beautiful castles of Cloudland, how
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rapidly did their gorgeousness disappear

from his fancy before the disenchanting

touch of chilling reality. He was indeed

in London, but alas it was not the magic

London of his dreams, this enormous

assemblage of houses through which flowed

a melancholy grey river and over which

hung a dismal dark cloud of smoke and

fog. The London of romance and the

London of reality were two very different

things, yet the disenchantment of this

dreaming youth was not wholly due to the

prosaic appearance of the city itself but

rather to the gloom and depression of his

spirits.

The recollection of how his wealth had

come to him weighed heavily on his

mind, causing him to view all things in

a most dismal manner, and tortured his

sensitive disposition with irritating

thoughts and maddening delusions. In

vain he tried hard to shake off this
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gloomy feeling and enjoy the many-

coloured life of the great city ; in vain

he told himself that the accident of his

birth was no fault of his own and in

vain he strove to take pleasure in the

society of the men and women to whom

he had been introduced by Basil Beau-

mont. It was all useless, for a dark

cloud of bitterness and distrust seemed

to settle upon the joyousness of his life

which led him to view everything with

jaundiced eyes. He felt that he had lost

the adolescent zest for life as Donatello

must have done after he had stained his

hands with blood, and although he had

youth, talent, good looks, and wealth,

yet all these delightful gifts of the

fairies were neutralized by the fatal gift

of dishonour bestowed upon him by the

malignant beldame w^ho had proved her-

self the evil genius of his life.

As soon as the business connected
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with the Garsworth estate was properly

completed and lie had been fully recog-

nized as the heir of the old squire,

Bolby considering that he had done his

duty, left the young man and his friend

Dick pretty well to their own devices.

Dick enjoyed everything with the inex-

haustible appetite of youth, but Eeginald

took his pleasures, such as they were, in

a listless manner, which showed how

completely he had lost all capabilities of

enjoyment.

Mr. Pemberton had been rather irri-

tated by the prosaic life they led when

in the leading strings of Mr. Bolby,

whose ideas of amusement were of the

most primitive nature, rarely extending

beyond an afternoon at the Zoo or a

night at Madame Tussaud's or the Egyp-

tian Hall. The only thin^* Dick saw in

Mr. Bolby's ideas of life, which he con-

sidered at all meritorious were the ex
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cellent dinners whicli the little lawyer

gave them, but Dick in his flying visits to

the metropolis had tasted of the Tree of

Knowledge beneath whose shade were the

music halls and the burlesque theatres,

so he was anxious to go to such-like

places for his amusement.

When they left Mr. Bolby, therefore,

and were comfortably established in a

quiet hotel in Jermyn Street, Dick see-

ing that Eeginald was absolutely indif-

ferent as to where he went, or what he

did, took the whole arrangement of their

London life into his own hands and

succeeded in going to a good many

places which would have terribly shocked

the vicar had he known. Not that such

forbidden pleasures did them much harm,

for both lads were extremely sensible for

their age, still Dick finding himself able,

through Eeginald's generosity, to spend

a good deal of money, took his friend
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and himself to sundry shady places of

which they might just as well have been

ignorant. But Nemesis soon came down

upon the unhappy Eichard, and just as

he was developing into a fair specimen

of a man about town his bachelor uncle

at Folkestone wrote him a letter asking

him to come down on a visit, and as

Dick was supposed to be his bachelor

uncle's heir, he had to leave London,

much to his own disgust and to the re-

gret of Eeginald, who missed his lively

friend every hour of the day.

He still stayed in town, however, but

as he knew no one, his existence was to

say the least extremely dull. Eeginald

was essentially of a social nature and

wanted someone to whom he could talk,

therefore he was not sorry when one day

Basil Beaumont, who had been waiting

for the departure of Dick, called upon

him and henceforth constituted himself

vol. III. 35
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his bear leader. As they had seen nothing

of the artist since their arrival, Dick

had never thought of telling Eeginald

his mistrust of the fascinating Beau-

mont, so the young man, remembering

the artist's kindness about his probable

career as a singer, felt very friendly

towards him and was quite prepared to

accept his offer of companionship as the

outcome of a kindly disposition and not

the result of a carefully calculated

scheme.

A more dangerous companion for a

young man in a depressed state of mind

than Beaumont could hardly be imagined,

for he led Eeginald to plunge into riot-

ous pleasures for the sake of distraction,

from which he would have otherwise re-

coiled. Having an eminently refined

mind, and a delight in cultured com-

pany, had he been thoroughly healthy

he would never have been drawn by
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this modern Mepliistopheles into tlie

vortex of frenzied pleasure in which his

days and nights were now engulfed.

But, being in a morbid state of mind,

he brooded eternally over the presumed

stigma attached to his name until it be-

came a perfect nightmare to him. He

thought that everyone knew his miser-

able stor}^ and despised him for the

anomalous position he now occupied, so,

in a mad spirit of bravado, he became

quite reckless, and determined to defy

the world which his sensitive spirit ima-

gined to be sneering at him as a

bastard. Terrible to relate, in spite of

the relationship existing between them,

Beaumont, who should have prevented

the young man from falling into such

an unhealthy state of mind, rather encou-

raged his gloomy fits than otherwise, as

he thought it would give him a greater

hold than ever over his son, so deliber-

35*
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ately led the unhappy young man on to

ruin—ruin, not of his fortune or posi-

tion, but of his physical and moral

nature.

In his best days, the circle of Beau-

mont's acquaintances had not been a very

large or reputable one, but now it was

smaller and worse than ever ; neverthe-

less, he introduced the young master of

Garsworth Grange to his friends, whose

manners, generally speaking, w^ere as

polished as their morals were bad.

Broken down professional m3n, played-

out lords, ruined gentlemen of fortune,

shady hangers-on of society ; these were

the daily associates of Reginald Blake,

until his mind, eminently calculated to

receive impressions, began to be cor-

rupted. The society of hawks is rather

a dangerous thing for doves, and this

poor unsophisticated dove was of far too

guileless a nature to mistrust the birds
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of prey by which he found himself sur-

rounded, though to be sure, his natural

instincts of right and wrong saved him

from many a pitfall.

Not that the hawks around him did

any harm to his pecuniary position, for

Beaumont was too selfish to allow any-

one to have the plucking of this well-

feathered pigeon save himself, and there

being an unwritten code of honour even

among hawks, the young man was left

entirely to the tender mercies of his

evil-minded Mentor. Nevertheless, the

long nights of play, the wiles of women

whose beauty did not redeem their

frailty, and the constant life of excite-

ment passed under the feverish glare of

the gaslight, soon destroyed the fresh

healthy feeling of youth which Eeginald

Blake had possessed during the quiet

years of his country life.

When at times his better feelings pre-
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vailed, and he would have fled this un-

healthy life of bitter-tasting pleasures,

Beaumont was always at his elbow with

some new device wherewith to beguile

him to destruction. Blake was not a

weak-minded man by any means, still he

was young and impressionable, and the

sudden change from the poverty and

quiet living of Garsworth, to the opulent,

brilliant life of London, threw him off

his moral balance.

No doubt he should have bravely re-

sisted the allurements of sin, and the

shallow frivolities to which he yielded

with the apathy of despair, but, in the

Armida-like gardens of London, the

keenest eyes are blinded, the acutest

senses are bewildered, and dazed by the

hubbub and brilliance around him, the

victim falls only too easily into the snares

hidden below the splendid pageant.

One thing, however, Eeginald stoutly
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resisted, and that was the temptation to

drink—he played nap and baccarat, losing

comparatively large sums thereat, mixed in

the society of women who lured him on-

ward to destruction with siren voices, but in

spite of Beaumont's insidious enticements

he never took more wine than was good for

him, and this temperance was in a certain

measure a guard against the fatal influence

of his otherwise foolish life. However,

Beaumont was not impatient, as he knew

from experience the effect of time in wear

ing away good resolutions, and waited

calmly until some lucky chance should en-

able him to put a finishing stroke to the

ruin of his unhappy son.

It seems almost incredible that such

a man as Basil Beaumont, from whom

not even his own flesh and blood was

safe, could exist; but unhappily, he is

only one of the many men in whom all

natural love and affection is entirely
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destroyed by the vicious, feverish life

which they lead.

Behold, therefore, this unhappy country

moth lured to destruction by the garish

glitter of the lights of London beneath

which sat the fatal Circe of pleasure, with

rose-crowned hair and wine-filled cup.

Around her moved the splendid throng of

pleasure seekers, dancing, singing, eating

and drinking, taking no heed of the morrow

in the evil joy of the present ; but, below

this glittering maelstrom of vice and

rascality, were the rose-hidden pitfalls into

which every moment sank some gay reveller,

his dying cry of despair drowned in the

riotous crowd dancing gaily over his unseen

grave.
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circe's cup.

In her cup the red wine glows,

Fragrant as the blushing rose
;

Cure of sorrows, cure of woes,

From it thou wilt win.

Ah ! but Circe's cup deceives,

Evil spell its magic weaves,

To the fool who drinks—it leaves

The bitterness of sin.

One night Eeginald and Beaumont were

comfortably seated over their cigarettes and

Coffee in the smoking-room of the hotel,

talking in a desultory kind of way about

the news of the day, when Blake suddenly

made a remark quite foreign to the con-

versation.

"I often wonder why you have never

married, Beaumont," he said idly.

The artist shrugged his shoulders.



74 THE MAN WITH A SECRET.

" It's not difficult to answer," he replied

lightly. *' I have never met any woman I

particularly cared about."

*' Wouldn't you like to be married ?
"

asked Eeginald.

" Humph ! that depends. I'm afraid I'm

past the age of cultivating the domestic

virtues. I am a cosmopolitan—a wanderer

—no home would be pleasant to me for

any length of time."

" But why don't you settle down ?
"

" Because the age of miracles is past. I'm

one of those men who never know in what

land they will lay their bones. No, no

!

I'm sadly afraid the domestic tea-urn and

family circle are not for me."

It was curious to hear this man talk

in such a cynical strain to his own son,

but then Beaumont had been so long

apart from his offspring that he almost

regarded him as a stranger, and therefore

spoke to him as such.
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" I think you would be much happier

married," observed Eeginald.

" No doubt. You judge me by yourself.

When you get married to Miss Challoner

and settle down, your life will be a paradise,

because long training has rendered you

admirably suited to a domestic life. But I

—ouf !—I would weary of the best woman

in the world
*'

" What a curious man you are,

Beaumont," said Blake, looking at him in a

puzzled manner. "This life of yours in

Town appears to me so unsatisfying.

Everyone is on the move. Never a moment

for rest or reflection, a constant striving

after pleasure, and when that pleasure is

gained, what is it but Dead Sea fruit ?

Now, on the other hand, I cannot imagine

a more delightful life than one in the

country. When I marry Una I will live at

Garsworth Grange, bring up my children,

if I am happy enough to become a father.
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take an interest in the dear old village, and

enjoy my whole existence in a leisurely,

pleasant manner, which will give me far

more enduring enjoyment than this rapid

frivolous town life."

" Your instincts are quite those of a

patriarchal age," said Beaumont, with a

scarcely concealed sneer, " but of course I

can hardly wonder at that. Many years of

a highly artificial civilisation have given me

a distaste for your beau ideal of life, while

the simplicity of your training has unfitted

you for the gas and glitter of London. A
man brought up on roast beef does not

care for truffles, though, to be sure, roast

beef is the more healthy of the two."

Eeginald laughed at this extraordinary

manner of arguing, but did not pursue the

subject, and shortly afterwards the pair were

whirling along in a hansom to the Totahoop

Music Hall.

This establishment, which took its extra-
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Ordinary name from an eminent comedian

who first opened it as a place of entertain-

ment, was one of the largest, handsomest,

and most patronised music halls in town.

It stood at one side of a large square and

had a palatial appearance with its flight of

marble steps, its enormous folding-doors

and the view they afforded when open of

tropical trees, nude white statues and

gorgeous hangings of blue plush, all of

which looked brilliant under the powerful

radiance of the electric lights.

When the two gentlemen arrived the

promenade was quite full of men and

women, some talking loudly, others attend-

ing to the performance, and many crowd-

ing around the marble-topped counters of

the various bars from which smiling bar-

maids dispensed cooling beverages. The

house was quite full and comparatively

quiet, for the ballet of The Lorelei was

now being danced, and the stage was
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filled with multitudes of pretty girls in

costumes of pale green glittering with silver

scales, who were swaying to and fro to a

swinging waltz rhythm played by the

orchestra.

" This is a very good ballet," observed

Beaumont, as they took their seats in

a private box, " both the scenery and

the dances are excellent. Have a

drink?"

" No, thank you," replied Blake listlessly,

taking off his cloak, "I prefer watching the

ballet."

He leaned out of the box and was soon

deeply interested in the pantomimic action

on the stage, while Beaumont swept the

glittering horseshoe with his opera-glass to

see if he could espy a friend. Very shortly

he saw a man with whom he was well

acquainted, and left the box with a muttered

apology, while Reginald, absorbed in the

ballet, took no notice of his departure.
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Veils of pale green gauze were falling

like a curtain in front of the stage, which

was flooded with an emerald light, and

away at the back could be seen the Sea

Palace of the Lorelei, above which undu-

lated the blue waves of the ocean. The

daring young knight in silver armour was

standing like a statue in the centre of the

stage, and round him the nymphs, linked

hand in hand, were wreathing in mysterious

evolutions, growing slower and slower till

they all paused, grouped in graceful atti-.

tudes like living statues. A strange low

chord from the orchestra, and then there

stole forth a weird, subtle melody that

seemed to possess a snake-like fascination

as it arose and fell with shrill sounds of

clarionet and violin. A sudden ripple as

of silver bells, and the fatal Ehine nymph

gUded on to the stage from a huge shell

placed far back in the restless green water.

Then there was a dance of fascination,
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in which the knight resisted the allurements

of the Lorelei, but the sleeping nymphs also

awoke and re-commenced their dreamy-

dance, while through the swing and beat of

the band there stole the strange wild piping

of the Lorelei motif. At last the knight

yielded, there was a storm of somewhat dis-

cordant music, and all the evil things of

ocean came trooping on to the stage, dash-

ing at length into a mad galop as they

surged and rolled round the knight, now

captive in the arms of the siren. A thick

darkness spread over the scene, and when

the light broke again the ocean halls had

vanished and a merry crowd of peasants

were dancing on a fair lawn to the piping

of a shepherd.

Eeginald did not like this latter scene so

much, as it lacked the mysterious entice-

ment of the former, and felt rather dis

appointed, but he was quite repaid by the

last scene of the ballet, which represented
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the fatal Lorelei rock amid turbid waters

under the pale light of the moon.

On the shore wandered the spell-

enchained knight, and Blake thought of

Heine's ballad, with its foreboding be-

ginning,

" Ich weiss nicht was soil es bedeuten,"

as the mysterious melody of the Lorelei

began to once more steal from amid the

sombre music of the orchestra. Lonely is

the knight, for he loves naught on earth

while the water witch has power over him.

Shriller and shriller arose the melody, and

suddenly a white blaze of electric light

envelopes the rock, upon which stands the

siren, combing her marvellous locks of

gold.

With mystic gestures she beckons the

knight ; he launches a boat, and the waves

rise white and threatening amid a storm of

music from the orchestra, while overhead

the thunder rolls and the lightning flashes.

VOL. Til. 36
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The boat reaches the rock, strikes, and in a

moment the knight is struggling in the

water with hands stretched out imploringly

to the Water Witch. Darkness once more,

then ai?ain the emerald licfht shines, show-

ing the Halls of the Lorelei, who stands

over the dead body of the knight, while

around swing the river nymphs with float-

ing hair and waving hands, then the shrill

piping of the Lorelei motif sounds once

more and the curtain falls.

"Well, what do you think of the ballet ?"

asked Beaumont, who had returned to the

box and was watching with keen interest

the dreamy look upon the young man's

face.

" I think it is charming," replied

Eeginald, in whose head the mysterious

melody of the Lorelei was still ringing,

" but what a fool that knight was."

"Ah, do you think so?" rejoined the

artist, lightly. " There I do not agree with
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you. Many a man has had his life wrecked

by listening to the music of the Sea Witch.

The legend of the Lorelei is simply an

allegory of life."

" So is the legend of the Sirens, I

suppose," said Blake listlessly.

" Of course, the man who is drawn away

from Nature by the alluring voice of the

world always loses his happiness and

genius.

" I don't think much of your world's

singing," retorted Blake, a trifle cynically.

" It would never allure me."

" It's alluring you now," thought Beau-

mont, although he did not say so, but

merely remarked, " Too much of modern

sentimentality about it, perhaps, or you

think the world's voice pipes too vulgar a

ditty. There I agree with you, but, un-

fortunately, in this age we vulgarise every-

thing ; we drag forth the lovely mysterious

dreams of medi^evalism from their en-

36*
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chanted twilights into the broad blaze of

day and then reject them in disgust because

we are disillusionized. Ah, bah ! the world

of to-day, which reduces everything to

plain figures, always puts me in mind of a

child spoiling a drum to find out what's

inside."

" Unpleasant, but true."

" The truth is always unpleasant, my

friend, that is why people so seldom tell it,"

said Beaumont ;
" but listen to this re-

citation. It's the best thing of the even-

ing."

. The reciter was a celebrated actress who

had been induced to appear upon the

music-hall platform by way of an experi-

ment, to see if the ordinary audience of

such a place would take to the higher

form of art as exemplified by the reci-

tation.

Simply dressed, with no scenic efiect,

but on^y her wonderful voice and strong
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dramatic instinct to rely on, the lady-

recited a touching little piece about a

dying woman, and it was truly wonderful

the effect it had upon the pleasure-loving

audience. In spite of the attractions of

comic songs, of pretty girls, of grotesque

tumblers, and of daring gymnasts, the

whole body of men and women yielded to

the spell of the recitation. The poem was

full of human nature, and the intensity of

the reciter's voice carried the pathos of the

pitiful little story home to everyone. The

intense humanity of the tale, declaimed in

a most dramatic way by an artist, came

like a breath of cool mountain air into the

perfumed, close atmosphere of a ball-room,

and the storm of applause which broke

forth at the conclusion of the recitation

showed how powerful genius is to move

even the most blase of humanity.

" That is a step in the right direction,"

said Beaumont as he left the music-hall
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with Eeginald, " everyone prophesied

failure for such an experiment, but you see

the voice of the heart can always reach the

heart. There is more culture even among

music-hall audiences than we give them

credit for."

" I don't think it's a question of culture

at all," replied Blake, bluntly ;
'' that

simple story declaimed in such a way

would appeal to the lowest audience in

Whitechapel."

"I daresay you are right," answered

Beaumont idly, " a touch of nature makes

the whole world akin. I think it was

Shakespeare who made that remark

—

wonderfully wise man—I should like to

have seen him write a drama on the com-

plex civilization of to-day."

" Our dramatists of to-day do their

best."

" No doubt, but they write on such

frivolous subjects. If they took up a broad
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question of the time and placed it before us

in the form of a play, they might evolve a

new style of drama fitted to be handed

down to posterity ; but when they concern

themselves only with the drama of little

things, their ideas are as ephemeral as their

plays. No, this is only the age of scientific

discovery, not the time of poetic imagin-

ings."

Thus talking, they strolled along the

crowded streets, and turned into a supper-

room, where they had a comfortable meal.

Beaumont tried to induce Eeginald to come

with him to his club, and have a game of

cards, but the young man, haunted by the

subtle melody of the Lorelei did not feel

inclined for the green table, so bidding the

artist good-night, stepped into a hansom,

and was driven back to his hotel.

All through his sleep that night, the shrill

music rang in his brain, and he dreamed

constantly of the woman with the fatal
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beauty, who, sitting on her rock, lured men

to destruction.

Did no warning voice whisper the mean-

ing of his dreams, how London, with siren

music, was enticing him onward to her cruel

pitfalls hidden by roses ? No ! Apparently

good genius had forsaken him, and he was

now in the jaws of danger, without a single

hand being stretched out to save him from

the cruel rocks concealed under the whirl-

ing foam, above which the Lorelei sang her

evil song.

,^-i'w^



CHAPTER VII.

A WORD IN SEASON.

I weary of dances, of songs of the south,

Of sounds of the viol and lute,

Ah, bitter to find that all things in my mouth

Taste only of bitter sea fruit.

It was now two months since Reginald had

come to London, and he was beginning to

get very wearied of the exhausting life he

was leading. He half determined to leave

town and return home again, but was still

undecided, when he received a letter from

Una which confirmed his resolution.

Outside the fog was thick and yellow,

enveloping the shivering houses in a solid

dingy mist, which made everything look

ineffably dreary. Along the streets and in

the houses gas was burning with an unwil-

ling look, as if it knew it had no right to be
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lighted during the day. Day!—good

heavens, was this semi-twilight the day,

with the heavy fog lowering down on the

streets, through which the cabs and 'busses

crept along in a cautious and stealthy man-

ner ? Was that dull red ball, which appeared

to give neither light nor heat, the glorious

sun ? And the atmosphere ; a chilling

clammy air, which insinuated itself every-

where, making the flesh creep as though at

the touch of a repulsive serpent. Assuredly

this siren London, so enticing at night,

under the glare of countless lamps, was

not a pleasant spectacle in the morning,

and the smiling rose-wreathed Circe of the

evening was changed to a haggard unkempt

hag with worn face and dreary eyes.

Eeginald was seated at the breakfast

table, but the food before him was un-

touched, as he now felt no appetite, but sat

listlessly back in his chair, reading Una's

letter, which had just arrived. She was
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anxious for him to return to Garsworth,

and it was this portion of the letter which

touched Blake with a certain amount of

remorse.

" You can have no idea how I miss you,

Eeginald, and every day you are absent seems

to part us Jurther from one another. The

business which took you up to London must

surely be comp)leted by this time, so if you love

me, as I know you do, come back at once to

Garsworth, and we will be married as soon as

is compatible with decorum after the death of

your father. Then we can travel on the Con-

tinent for a time, and I being by your side

will no longerfeel this terrible anxietyfor your

welfare which now constantly haunts me.

Although I know your own instincts will

always lead you to do what is right and just,

both towards yourself and your friends, yet I

dread the influence of that dangerous London,

against whose temptations eve?! the strongest
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nature cannot prevail. This is the first re-

quest I have ever made to you, dear Reginald,

and Ifeel sure you will grant it. So come

back at once to me, and remember I shall count

every moment of time until I see you once

more by my side.''

When he came to this part of the letter,

Eeginald laid it aside and began to think

over the words Una had written.

Yes!—she was quite right— it was better

for him in every way to go back to Gars-

worth, and leave this feverish, unreal exist-

ence which he was now leading. He would

return once more to the old familiar life,

with its gentle simplicity and pleasant

delights—the rising in the early grey of

the morning, the matutinal run w^ith the

dogs across the breezy common—then, later

on in the day, he would meet Una, and stroll

with her through the quiet village streets,

where everyone knew and loved them both.
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from the ancient grandmother basking in

the sunshine to the prattling child tottering

after them for notice with unsteady gait.

No fog—no dreary rattle of cabs—no

hoarse cries of news-boy and fish-vendor

—

but the bright beautiful, blue sky, with the

golden sun shining, and a moist keen wind

blowing from the distant fen lands, filled

with strange cold odours stolen from hidden

herbs. And in the evening he would sing

to her—-sing those charming old ballads of

Phyllis and Daphne, and Lady Bell—which

he had not sung for so many days—or per-

haps they would listen to the ponderous

conversation of Dr. Larcher, with its classi-

cal flavouring of Horace.

The time would pass by in such innocent

pleasures upon rapid wings, until their

wedding-day came, with the budding leaves

in tree and hedge, and the timid out-peeping

of delicate spring flowers. Then the genial

old vicar would make them man and wife,
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in the sacred gloom of the familar church,

while the wedding march pealed forth from

the organ, and the joy-bells clashed in the

ancient Norman tower. Afterwards they

would go abroad for some months, and

wander through old-world cities, among the

treasures of dead ages—returning when they

were weary, to lead quiet and useful lives

under their own roof-tree, and among the

friends of their early days. Yes !—he would

go back to Garsworth, and try to realize

these delightful dreams, but — Beau-

mont

At this moment—as if in answer to his

thoughts—a knock came to the door, and

Beaumont entered—scattering at once the

cloud-built castles in which Reginald's

dreamy fancy had been indulging. His

quick eye at once saw that the young man

had eaten no breakfast—and he laughed

gaily as he removed his hat and sat down

near the fire.
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" Don't feel well this morning ? " he said

lightly. " What a humbug you are, Blake

—a little dissipation should be nothing

for a healthy young country fellow like

you."

" That's just it," replied Eeginald, with

some animation, slipping Una's letter into

his pocket. " I am a country fellow, accus-

tomed to lead a quiet simple life—and not

an artificial existence."

" Oh, you'll soon get used to it."

" No doubt, but I'm not going to make

the attempt."

" Oh, indeed
!

" observed Beaumont, con-

cealing his annoyance. " So you intend to

return to that dead-and-alive hole of a

Garsworth?"

"Hole, as you think it," replied the

young man, with some warmth, "it has

been my home for many a long year, and I

have grown to love it ; besides, you forget

—I go back to be married."
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"But surely not yet?" objected

Beaumont earnestly. "Your father has

not been dead very long. Besides, you

must have a fling as a bachelor before

you become Benedict, the married man."

"I've had enough 'fling,' as you call

it," said Eeginald, coldly, "and I don't

like it—this incessant high-pressure style

of life is not to my taste, so I am going

away from it."

" I'm afraid I cannot leave London, just

now," said the artist, wdth a frown,

feeling his prey was slipping through his

fingers.

Blake looked at him in surprise.

"I do not want you to leave London,"

he observed, in a dignified manner.

" There is no necessity for you to accom-

pany me by any manner of means—you

have your own life and your own friends,

I have mine, so there is nothing in

common between us in any way. You
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have certainly been very kind, in offering

to assist me as a singer, but, as I do not

require your assistance now, of course I

will not trouble you. No doubt I have

taken up a considerable portion of your

time since I have been in London, but I

am willing to repay any loss you may

have sustained in whatever way you

suggest."

He looked straight at Beaumont as he

spoke ; and that gentleman, feeling rather

nonplussed by the calm dignity of the

young man, had the grace to blush a

little, while he rapidly calculated on his

next move. His financial affairs were not

by any means in .a flourishing condition at

present, and he would have liked to ask

Blake to give him some money ; but, not

judging the time ripe enough to prefer

such a request, he temporised in a crafty

manner.

" You misunderstand me," he said

VOL. HI. 37
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smoothly. " What I have done, is out of

pure kindness, and I want no return for

it. If you feel inclined to return to Gars-

worth, of course you are your own master,

and can do so. Some day, I may run

down to see you, and if I can be of any

assistance to you, in connection with the

management of your estates, of course I

will be only too happy to do what I can."

"Thank you, I will not forget your

offer," replied Eeginald, still rather

coldly, for he did not like the masterful

tone adopted by the artist. "And now,

if you will excuse me, I'll go and pack

up my portmanteau."

" Oh, I'll come and see you off, at

Paddington," said Beaumont, cheerily

;

"what train are you going by?"

" The mid-day train," answered Blake,

glancing at his watch.

" Then I'll see you on the platform,"

observed Beaumont, rising to his feet and
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taking up his hat. "By-the-way, what

about your engagements for this week ?
*'

"I'll have to break them—none are

very important, and most rather

expensive."

Beaumont, biting his lips at this home-

thrust, made no reply beyond a careless

laugh ; and, putting on his hat, left the

room with a jaunty air. Once outside,

however, his face changed to an expression

of deep anger ; for his success with Blake,

hitherto, had not led him to expect such

a calm resistance to his wishes.

"You'll defy me, will you?" ht

muttered between his teeth, as he walked

rapidly along the street. "I'll see about

that, my boy—as I put you in possession

of the property, I can also take it from

you again; and I'll do it, unless you're

guided by me. I'll wait till you go back

to Garsworth, and follow shortly after-

wards. Once you know the truth, and I

37*
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don't think you'll be so anxious to get

rid of your best friend. I can leave you

rich—or make you a pauper ; so the

whole of your future life is in my hands,

and I'll mould it as I please."

Though he was annoyed at the unex-

pected display of firmness made by Blake,

he was not alarmed, knowing he held

the strongest hand in the game, and that

Eeginald would be forced to yield every-

thing up to him, if he wanted to remain

rich. Still, it was most irritating, for no

one likes the worm to turn, as it is

plainly the duty of the worm to be

trodden upon ; and for such a miserable

thing as the worm to resent its fate, is

going in direct opposition to the laws of

Nature. However, there is an exception

to every rule ; and in this case Mr.

Beaumont's worm was more daring than

he had any idea of ; and, in spite of

being the strongest party, he might well
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doubt with whom the victory would

ultimately rest.

However, Beaumont's habitual self-

command came to his aid, and prevented

him showing any irritation, when he stood

on the Paddington platform at the window

of a smoking carriage, wishing Eeginald

good-bye.

" I hope you have enjoyed your stay in

London," he said heartily.

"So, so," answered Eeginald wearily.

*'I cannot enjoy anything very much,

knowing the circumstances of my birth."

" Nonsense ! You'll soon forget all

about that."

" I don't think [so, unfortunately for

myself I have not your happy facility

for forgetting."

" Pshaw ! You are rich, and gold hides

everything."

" From the eyes of the world, yes ; but

not from a man's own sight—nobody



102 THE MAN "WITH A SECRET.

knows but the wearer where the shoe

pinches."

"If that is the case, let the w^earer

smile blandly, and the world will never

guess his shoe doesn't fit him—it's your

fools, who wear their hearts on their

sleeves, that get the worst word of every-

one."

" And the wise man who conceals a

vicious life gets the praise," said Blake

bitterly. " What a delightful world."

" It's the best of all possible worlds,"

retorted Beaumont cynically. " I agree

with M. Voltaire—besides, the world

always takes you at your own valuation

;

smile, and it smiles ; frown, and it looks

grim ; each man is a mirror to another,

and gives back the reflection he receives."

" What cold-blooded philosophy."

"No doubt, but a very necessary

philosophy," retorted Beaumont in a

;good-humoured tone ;
" it's ridiculous to
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bring the simplicity of Arcady to Eome.

France tried it under the Fourteenth

Louis, and the experiment ended in the

guillotine and the Carmagnole."

The train was now moving off, so he

shook hands with the young man through

the open window of the carriage.

" Good-bye," said Eeginald heartily,

" when you come to Garsworth, I'll be

glad to see you, my friend."

"Friend," echoed Beaumont with an

evil smile, as the long train steamed

away, " next time you see me it will be

as your master."



CHAPTER Vm.

A VOICE FROM THE PAST.

Only a woman*s heart—indeed

;

A sacred thing to you, you say,

To me, a toy, with which to play,

Ah, well, let each hold fast his creed.

What matter should it chance to bleed,

Is it a man's cut finger ?—nay,

Only a woman's heart.

On ancient tales your fancies feed,

When woman ruled in saintly way.

But we have changed such things to-day,

For, after all, what use to heed

Only a woman's heart.

Seeing that Eeginald had thus escaped him

for a time, Mr. Beaumont's temper was

none of the sweetest when he arrived back

at his chambers. Like most clever men,

the artist was very proud of his tact and

delicacy in dealing with ingenuous youth,
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and he felt annoyed with himself lest by

failing to skilfully angle for this trout, he

should have lost his prize by failing in his

diplomacy, and thereby shown too plainly

the real reasons he had for his apparently

disinterested friendship. So, on arrival at

his chambers, Mr. Beaumont lighted a

cigarette, threw himself moodily into a big

armchair, and proceeded to mentally re-

view all his conduct towards Eeginald

since the lad's arrival in town.

Hard as he tried to find some flaw in his

own conduct which might have put Blake

on his guard, Beaumont was quite un-

successful in doing so, for his demeanour

towards his proposed victim had been all

that the most delicate tactician could have

desired.

" I can't have frightened him away, he

said aloud to himself, " for I acted the

disinterested friend to perfection. Hang

it! I wonder what took him back to
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Garsworth. I saw a letter in his hand, so

I expect Una Challoner's been writing to

him ; but that would not do me any harm,

for she likes me, and I should think would

be rather glad if I looked after the boy in

town. I wonder if that confounded

Patience has been talking ? I made things

all straight before I left Garsworth, but

one never knows what may happen, and

if Patience got an inkling of my design,

she'd move heaven and earth to get the

boy back again to her side—humph ! I

hardly know what to think—that's the

worst of dealing with women ; they're so

crooked, you never know what they're

going to do next."

He arose from his seat and walked

impatiently up and down the room, seeking

some solution of the problem thus pre-

sented to him. "While doing so, he hap-

pened to glance at the mantelpiece, and

saw thereon a letter.
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" I wish that man of mine wouldn't put

the letters there," he grumbled, taking the

letter, " I can never find them—but let me

see who this is from ; Garsworth postmark

—

don't know the writing—wonder if Una

Challoner is—by Jove !
" he ejaculated, as

he took out the letter and glanced at the

signature, " it's from Patience Allerby. I

knew she had been up to some mischief.

Well, I'll read the letter, and see if I can't

foil you, my lady."

Eesuming his seat in the arm-chair, he

smoothed out the letter carefully as he

prepared to read it. The contents, which

were as follows, considerably astonished

him, and his lips curled with a cynical

smile as he glanced down the closely-

written page.

" Basil Beaumont,—
" Is it true what Dr. Nestley has

told me—that you are in love with Una
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Challoner ? If it is, I will make an end of

everything between us, and denounce you,

even at the cost ofmy own liberty. You have

ruined my life, but you are not going to ruin

that of my son by taking from him the

woman he loves.

Reginald Blake is now in London, and I

hear you are constantly by his side. Act

honourably by him, or I swear I will punish

you for any harm you do to him. By our

mutual sin he is now in possession of the

Garsworth estate, and is going to marry the

lawful mistress of it. As this is the case, and

his marriage to Miss Challoner is the one

atonement both of us can make for depriving

her of her inheritance, you must let things

take their course. You have a desperate

woman to deal with in me, and if you

harm either Reginald or his promised

wife in any way, I swear by all that I

hold most sacred that you shall stand in

the prisoner's dock for conspiracy, even
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though I have to stand by your side as an

accomplice.

" Patience Allerby.'*

Beaumont laughed sardonically as lie

finished this letter, and twirling it in his

fingers, looked thoughtfully at the carpet.

" I wonder," he said at length, in a low

voice, " I wonder if this letter means love

of her son or jealousy of Una; both I

expect, for though she hates me like poison,

and everything sentimental between us is

dead and buried years ago, she gets mad

as soon as she thinks I admire another

woman—strange thing a female heart

—

whatever ashes of dead loves may remain in

it, there is always some live ember hidden

beneath—humph ! queer thing that the love

of twenty years ago should suddenly spring

up again to life."

He arose from his seat, and commenced

once more to walk up and down the room.
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soliloquising in a low voice, while outside

the fog was growing quite black and a

.

sombre twilight spread through the apart-

ment.

" So it's Nestley I've got to thank for

rousing her suspicions. He's been giving

Patience his view of my character, which

no doubt will coincide with her own

—

amiable creatures both ! She has told Una

that there is danger to Eeginald in my

companionship, so either herself or Una

have written to town and frightened my

shy bird into taking flight. Bother these

women, how dreadfully they do upset one's

plans ; however, I do not mind, my hold

upon Eeginald Blake is just as firm at

Garsworth as it is in London. As to

Patience denouncing me—pish !—melo-

dramatic rubbish—it's too late now to talk

such nonsense—if she tells the truth her son

loses the property, and she's too fond of

him to risk that. As to Blake himself,
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when he knows I'm his father he'll be glad

enough to make terms or lose the property

and Una Challoner."

He paused a moment, lighted a cigarette,

and going to the window gazed absently

out into the black mist which clung around

the roofs and chimney-pots of the houses,

and hid the brilliantly lighted street below

from his gaze.

" Una Challoner," he murmured thought-

fully. " Patience thinks I'm in love with

her. Curious that I am not ; she has

everything a woman can have to attract

and allure a man, and yet I don't care

a bit about her. Had I been in love with

her I would not have troubled my head

about Eeginald, but let Una inherit the

property, and then it would have been a

tug of war between father and son as to

who married the heiress! That I have

secured the property for our son ought to

easily convince Patience that I love money
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more than Una Challoner, but of course

she doesn't see because she is blinded by

jealousy—rather complimentary to me I

must say, seeing how hard I tried to break

her heart in the past."

Turning away from the window with a

sigh he lighted the gas, then going over to

the mirror placed over the fireplace he

looked at himself long and critically.

" You're growing old, my friend," he

murmured, " the wine of life is running to

the lees with you, and I'm afraid you'll

never fall in love again—still it's wonderful

how I keep my good looks—my face is my

fortune—ah, bah ! and what fortune has it

brought me ? two dismal rooms, a pre-

carious existence, and not a friend in the

world."

He laughed drearily at^the dismal pros-

pect he had conjured up and pursued his

meditation.

" I'll make one more bid for fortune, and
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I think I hold strong cards. If I win—as

I can't help doing—I'll turn over a new

leaf and become respectable. But if I lose,

and there are always the possibilities of

losing, I'll throw up the sponge in England

and try my luck in America. If I don't

succeed there, perhaps a friendly cowboy

wiU put an end to my wasted life

;

at present, carpe diem, as our friend the

vicar would say, so I'll dine at the

club and scribble a letter to Patience

Allerby."

He dressed himself slowly, still in a

dismal mood, and as he was rattling along

in a hansom he gave himself an impatient

shake.

" Bah," he muttered with a shiver, " I've

got a lit of the blue devils with this

weather. Never mind, a good dinner and

a bottle of wine will soon put me right."

He had both, and felt so much better

that he began to view things in a more

VOL. in. 38
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rosy light, and wrote a letter to Patience

Allerby which entirely satisfied him.

" There," he said gaily, as he dropped it

into the box, " I think that will show my

lady pretty plainly how I intend to proceed,

so now as there's nothing better to do I'll

go to the theatre."

And to the theatre he went, trying by

every means in his power to shake off by

means of this fictitious gaiety the gloomy

thoughts which always beset him when he

found himself alone.



CHAPTER IX.

THE CALM BEFORE THE STORM.

After great troubles our lives rearrange themselves

in new forms, which last only until some later evil

arises therefrom to alter them once more, and these

latter in their turn are subject to further changes, so

that from cradle to tomb our fortunes alter in divers

ways every moment of our existence.

So the prodigal son had returned after his

perilous wanderings in far lands, and his

home circle killed the fatted calf and made

merry in token of rejoicing. Wlien Una

saw how haggard the young man was in

appearance and how depressed in mind,

she felt deeply grateful to Providence that

the chance words of Nestley had led her to

write the letter which had induced her

lover to return. Now that he was once

more by her side she determined that

38*
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nothing should ever part them again, and

longed eagerly for the marriage to take

place which should give her the right to

go through life by his side. Doubtless

many people would consider such longing

hardly compatible with maiden modesty,

but Una was too pure and sensible a woman

to look at thino^s in such a false lis^ht. She

ardently loved Eeginald and he returned

that love, why then should she, for the

sake of conventional appearance, risk her

life's happiness by delay, seeing that every-

thing was now at stake ? No ! she was

determined to get married to Eeginald as

soon as possible, so that he would not be

lured to destruction by evil counsel and

wicked companions. It w^as not that she

mistrusted her lover, for she well knew his

straightforward, honourable nature, but it

was better to leave nothing to chance, as

even the strongest of men is not proof

against temptation.
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A week after Reginald arrived they were

seated in Dr. Larcher's study talking over

the question of the marriage, and the vicar

was inclined to agree with their desire that

it should be soon, although he was un-

willing they should be blamed for undue

haste.

" The world, my dear Una, is cen-

sorious," he said, wisely, " and as

the Squire has only been dead two

months it will be as well to wait a little

longer."

" I suppose so," replied Una with a sigh,

" although I do not see it would mean any

disrespect to his memory if we got married

at once."

" No doubt, no doubt—still medio tutis-

simus ibis, and I think it will be wiser for

you both to put off the marriage for at

least three months."

" Three months," said Reginald, with a

groan, *' that's as bad as three years, but I
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suppose we must—I will stay at Garsworth

in the meantime."

" Of course, my dear boy, of course,"

answered the vicar, crossing his legs and

placing his thumbs and forefingers to-

gether " you can take up your old life

again."

" Ah, never ! never again," said the

young man, shaking his head sadly, " the

old life is dead and done with. I have

eaten of the tree of knowledge, and the

fruit is bitter."

" My dear Eeginald," said Una, crossing

over to him and putting her kind arms

round his neck, " you must not be so

despondent—it is not your fault."

" The sins of the father are visited on

the children," he replied gloomily, " if it

had been anything else I would not have

minded—but to be what I am—a nobody

—entitled to bear no name—it is bitter,

very bitter indeed. I've no doubt I should
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be above such petty pride, still I am but

mortal, and disgrace is hard to bear."

" If it is disgrace I will bear it with

you," w^hispered Una, smoothing his hair,

" we will be married and go away for a

time
;
you will soon forget the past when

we go abroad."

" With your help I hope to," he said,

looking affectionately into her clear eyes

shining down on him with ineffable love in

their azure depths.

" I think," remarked the vicar, touched

by the deep sorrow of the young man,

" that taking all things into consideration

it would be wiser to do as you wish."

" And marry ? " cried Eeginald eagerly.

" And marry," assented the vicar, nod-

ding good-naturedly ;
" what says Horace ?

* carpe diem quam minimum credula pos-

tero.' So taking that advice it will be best

for you both to be married quietly next

week and go abroad for a time—when you
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return Eeginald will doubtless find his

position easier."

" I hope so," said Blake, mournfully, as

they arose to go, " but I'm afraid it's

hopeless—this discovery has killed all the

pleasures of life—-my youth is dead."

" The soul is immortal," said Dr. Larcher

solemnly, " and on the ruins of 3^our joyous

youth, which you regard as dead, you can

raise the structure of a nobler and wiser

life— it will be hard, but with Una to help

you, not impossible — ' nil mortalihus

arduum est'
"

And they went away from the presence

of the old man—he with resignation in his

breast, and she with whispering words of

comfort on her lips, infinite pity in

her eyes, and enduring affection in her

heart.

Patience Allerby was delighted when she

heard how soon the marriage was to take

place, as she dreaded lest through the
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machinations of Beaumont it should be

broken off. Once Eeginald was married to

Una he would be safe both as regards

fortune and position, for nothing Beaumont

could reveal concerning the conspiracy

would alter the state of affairs, and her one

aim in life, to secure happiness for her son,

w^ould thus be accomplished.

At present, however, she dreaded every-

day either to see Beaumont or hear from

him, especially after the warning letter she

had written ; nor was she disappointed, for

a week after Eeginald's return she received

a letter from her quondam lover informing

her that he was coming down in order

to have a proper understanding with his

son.

" The young rascal has more firmness of

purpose than I gave him credit for" he

wrote in a cynical vein, *' and took less

eagerly to the dissipations of London than I
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should have expected. I am afraid he in-

herits your cold blood, and not the hot tem-

perament of his father, otherwise he would

hardly have left the only city fit to live in for

a dull hole like Garsworth. However, I see

plainly he is a clod and lacks the divine zest

necessary to enjoy lije, so I suppose he has re-

turned in perfect contentment to marry Una

Challoner and live the bovine life of a country

squire. So be it ! I certainly do not mind,

hut first he must settle with me. I have placed

him in a good position and given him a large

income, so for these services I must be recom-

pensed, and am coming down to have an inter-

view with him on the subject. If he is wise,

he will seek to know no more than he does, hut

if he inherits your obstinate nature and wants

to know all, I am afraid he will have to learn

the truth. Even then it ivill not be too late,for

I will hold my tongue as to his real birth, and

leave him in full possession of his wealth pro-

raided I am well paid for such silence. Now
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that you understand the situation you had

better i^re'pare him to receive me as one who

desires to he friendly—if he treats me as an

enemy he will find me a hitter one, so he had

better be sensible and come to terms. As to

my love for Una Challoner, you ought to know

by this time I love no one hut

" Yours tridy,

" Basil Beaumont.'*

This brutal letter fell like a lump of ice

on the heart of the unhappy Patience, as

she saw the net gradually closing round

her. She knew only too well that Beau-

mont would do what he said unless some

arrangement could be made-—and then, as

Nestley said he loved Una, he would doubt-

less want to marry her as well as gain an.

income, and their son would be left miser-

able. No, she would not have it, this devil

would not be permitted to sin any more

and ruin lives with impunity as he had
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hitherto done. She made up her mind to

see him before his interview with Eeginald,

and make one last appeal to his feelings as

a father ; if he refused to grant her prayers

and keep the boy ignorant of his real birth

she would reveal all herself and bear the

shame sooner than he should tempt

Eeginald to a sin. When all was told, she

would implore Una to still marry her son,

and then depart to bury herself in solitude,

and expiate her sins by years of re-

pentance.

Events were still in the future, and she

knew not how they would turn out, but of

one thing she was determined, that Beau-

mont should not blight and ruin her

son's life as he had blighted and ruined her

own.



CHAPTEE X.

A RUINED LIFE.

" Is this the end of all the years

That thou hast lived, my friend ?

Of merry smiles and bitter tears

Is this the end ?

Tho' sad and dark the past appears,

God to thy soul will courage send,

And Christ will whisper in thine ears

The word which hearts desponding cheers

;

So rise and to thy work attend,

Nor let the wicked ask with jeers

'Is this the end?'"

A FEW days after a decision had been

arrived at concerning the marriage Basil

Beaumont made his reappearance in Gars-

worth, and took up his old quarters at

" The House of Good Living," in order to

come to a fmal understanding with Eeginakl

Blake.

The artist was in an excellent humour,
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for, according to his own judgment, he was

master of the situation. He had only to

threaten Eeginald with the loss of his newly

acquired wealth, and, judging the young

man's nature by his own, he felt satisfied

that, sooner than surrender Garsworth

Grange, the false heir would pay him a

handsome income to hold his tongue.

With such income he would retire to the

Continent and amuse himself for the rest of

his life ; while, as for Patience, seeing that

he had no further use for her, she could

make what arrangement she liked with

Eeginald, and please herself in her manner

of living. With all this astute calculation,

however, Beaumont made no allowance for

the different nature of his son, and did not

for a moment think that the young man's

nobility of soul would induce him rather to

resign everything, at whatever cost, than

keep possession of what he knew was not

rightfully his own.
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He learnt from Kossiter that Eeginald

and Una were going to be married the next

week, and smiled cynically to himself as he

thought how easily he could stop the cere-

mony.

"If Una Challoner only knew the truth,'*

he thought, " I think even her love would

recoil from such a trial. Eeginald Blake,

the wealthy bastard, is one thing ; but

Reginald Blake, the pauper bastard, is

another. Yes, I think I hold the best hand

in this game ; as to Patience ! bah ! my

cards are somewhat too strong for her to

beat."

Mr. Beaumont had only arrived a short

time, and was seated before the fire smoking

in the dull light of the winter afternoon,

preparatory to writing a letter to Reginald.

Margery, bright and alert, was clearing

away the luncheon ; so Mr. Beaumont,

wishing to be quite sure of his ground,

began to question her concerning the
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events which had taken place during his

absence.

"I hear Miss Challoner is going to be

married to Mr. Blake," he said genially
;

" it's a good match for her."

" And for him, too, sir," retorted

Margery indignantly. "Miss Una is as

sweet a young lady as you will find any-

where."

"No doubt," answered Beaumont blandly.

" They are a charming couple, and certainly

deserve the good opinion of everybody;

but tell me, Margery, what about Dr.

Nestley ? I suppose he has gone long

ago?"

" No," said Margery, shaking her head
;

" he is still here."

" In this place ?
"

" Yes, sir, very—very ill."

" Humph !
" thought Beaumont, " got

the jumps, I expect. What is the matter

with him ? " he asked aloud.
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" He lost his way in the snowstorm last

week," explained Margery deliberately,

*' and nearly died, but Farmer Sanders

found him on the bridge and brought him

here."

" Oh ! and he is here still ?
"

" He is, sir. He was quite delirious, sir

—raved awful. Dr. Blank's been attending

him, and Miss Mosser."

" The blind organist—why has she turned

nurse ?
"

Margery smiled in a mysterious manner.

" Well, folks say one thing and some folks

say another," she replied, folding the table-

cloth, " but I think she's in love with him

;

anyhow, as soon as she heard he was ill she

came here like a mad woman, with Miss

Busky, and both of 'em have been nursing

him ever since."

"How good of them," said Beaumont

ironically, " and is he better ?
"

" He's sensible," answered Margery cauti-

voL. i:i. 39
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ousl}^, "but ver}^ weak. I don't know as

he'll live."

"I'd like to see him. You know I'm a

friend of his—do you think I could go up

to his room ?
"

" I don't know, sir," returned Margery

stolidly. " I'll ask Miss Mosser."

" Do, that's a good girl," he replied, and

Margery departed.

" Poor Nestley," muttered Beaumont to

himself, lighting another cigarette, " it was

rather a shame of me to have led him on

like I did, but if I hadn't he would have

interfered with my plans concerning old

Garsworth, so I had to—self-preservation

is the first law of nature. Come in," he

called out, as a knock came to the door.

" Come in, Margery."

It was not Margery, however, but Cecilia

Mosser, who entered, with a pale sad face

and a painfully- strained look in her sightless

eyes.
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" Mr. Beaumont," she said, in her low

sweet voice.

"I am here. Miss Mosser," he repUed,

rising from his seat. " What can I do for

you?"

" Nothing," she rephed, groping her way

to the table and standing beside it. " Are

you alone ?
"

"Quite alone," returned Beaumont

politely.

" You wish to see Dr. Nestley ?
"

" If I may be permitted."

" You will not be permitted," answered

Cecilia slowly ; " he is still very weak, and

the sight of you would make him ill

again."

" And why ? " asked Beaumont, rather

annoyed at the firmness of her tone ; "surely

a friend
"

"A friend," she interrupted, in a low

vibrating tone. "Yes, a friend who is one

in name only."

39*
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" I don't understand you," said Basil

politely. " What do you know of the

friendship existing between myself and

Dr. Nestley ?
"

" I know everything—yes everything—in

his delirium he revealed more than he would

have done
"

" Delirium—pshaw !

"

" What he said then was confirmed by

his own lips afterwards wdien he was

sensible," she answered in a perfectly cool

manner, " and I know how much your

friendship has cost him—how" you tried to

drag him down to the lowest depths of

iniquity. God knows for what end
"

Beaumont laughed in a sneering way, and

leaned his shoulders comfortably against

the mantelpiece.

" You seem to be in the confidence of our

mutual friend," he said, in an easy tone.

" May I ask why ?
"

" Because I am going to be his wife,

"
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replied Cecilia, while a flood of crimson

rushed over the pure white of her face.

" His wife—a blind girl ?
"

" Blind as I am he loves me," she said

indignantly, " and I can protect him against

you, Mr. Beaumont."

" Me ? I do not wish to harm him."

*' No. You could not even if you did

wish ; he is going to marry me, and I hope

to undo all the harm you have done

him."

" I wish you joy of your task," he replied

with a sneer. " But Dr. Nestley seems to

be able to transfer his affections very easily

—perhaps you do not know he was in love

with Miss Challoner."

" Yes I do," she answered in a low tone,

" he told me everything ; and we under-

stand one another perfectly. You have

done your worst, Mr. Beaumont, and can

do no more—he is going to become my

husband, and, blind as I am, I hope to be
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his guardian angel from such men as

you."

"These domestic details don't interest

me in the shghtest," he answered con-

temptuously, waving his hand. " Will you

be kind enough to go, Miss Mosser ? I have

some letters to write."

" I am going," answered the blind girl,

quietly feeling her way to the door. "I

only came to tell you that you will never

see him again—never !

"

" Neither will you/' he returned brutally.

The poor girl burst into tears at the

unmanly taunt, but hastily dried them, and

answered him back proudly.

" I can see him in my own mind, sir,"

she said indignantly, " and that is all I wish

for—his faults have been of your making,

and not of his own. I say good-bye to you,

sir, and only wish you a better heart, that

you may not make a jest of the misfortunes

of others."
,
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As she closed the door after her, Beau-

mont felt rather ashamed of himself, but

soon recovered from the feeling, and sat

down at the table to write a note to

Eeginald.

" Bah !
" he said, as his pen travelled

swiftly over the paper. "What do I care?

if he likes to encumber himself with that

woman he can do so. I don't suppose I'll

ever see him again in this life, nor do I wish

to—my business now is with my dear son.

I'll get what I want out of him, and then

the whole lot of them can go to the

devil."

Meanwhile, Cecilia had returned to the

sick room, where Miss Busky, still faithful

to her blind friend, sat watching by the

bed-side of the invalid. A pale, sickly light

filtered in through the white-curtained

windows, mixing with the red glow of the

fire, and in this curiously blended twilight

could be seen the glimmer of the medicine
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bottles on the round table by the bed, the

deep arm-chair close at hand wherein Miss

Busky sat, the milky whiteness of the dis-

ordered bed-clothes and the subdued shine

upon the surface of the furniture. Through-

out the room was a complete stillness,

unbroken even by the tick of a clock, and

nothing was heard but the heavy breathing

of the sick man.

As Cecilia entered, Miss Busky arose

lightly to her feet and crossed over

to her friend, speaking in a subdued

whisper.

" Did you see him ? " she asked.

" Yes—^lie will not come up, thank

Heaven I—Dr. Nestley suspects nothing ?
'

" Nothing !—he is asleep—let me place

you in the chair—I'm going out for a

few minutes."

She led Cecilia forward, and the blind

girl sank into the arm-chair ; then,

hastily putting on her hat, Miss Busky
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glided rapidly out of the room, leaving

Cecilia seated by the bed, listening to the

breathing of the invalid.

80 still, so quiet — it might almost

have been the silence of the tomb.

Then there came the light patter of rain-

drops on the windows. The fire had

sunk to a dull red glow, and a piece

of burning coal dropped, with a singularly

distinct noise, on to the fender. Nestley

sighed in his sleeps—moved uneasily, and

then awoke—a fact which the blind girl

was aware of immediately, by her acute

sense of hearing.

" Cecilia," said the sick man, in a weak

voice.

"I am here, dear," she replied softly.

" Do you want anything ?
'*

He put out his hand and clasped one

of hers in his feeble grasp.

*' Only you—only you—I thought you

had left me."
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" Hush !—YOU must not speak much/*

she said, arranging the bed-clothes.

"I have had a dream," whispered the

invahd fearfully, " a strange dream— that

I was in the coils of a serpent, being

crushed to death. But a woman suddenly

appeared, and at her touch the serpent

vanished and I was free. The woman

had your face, Cecilia."

"Hush—do not speak more—you are

too weak—you are in safety now, and

no serpent shall touch you while I am

by your side."

" You will be my wife ?
"

" I will be your wife," she replied

softly. "I have loved you from the

first day I met you, but never thought

3^ou would be burdened with such a use-

less thing as I."

" Not useless, dear. How could I

have been so foolish as not to have

understood your love before ? Thapk
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God for this illness, that has opened my

eyes. You have saved my life — my

soul."

He stopped, through exhaustion, and

lay silently upon his pillow, watching

the red flare of the fire glimmer on the

pale face of the blind girl. A great

feeling of joy and thankfulness came

over him, as he felt that all the stormy,

tempestuous life of the past was over at

last—and beside him sat the one woman

who could save his weak nature from

yielding to the temptations of the world.

mWM^'



CHAPTEE XI.

MATEK DOLOKOSA.

" Madonna, who hath ever stood

As type of holy motherhood,

I pray thee, for thy Son's dear sake,

This sorrow from my bosom take.

For there are those, with anger wild.

Who wound the mother thro' the child.

I know that thou wilt pity me,

Eor thy Son hung upon the tree,

And as He died to save and bless.

Oh, help me, thou, in my distress."

After he had finished a very nice little

dinner, with a small bottle of champagne

to add zest to it, Mr. Beaumont lighted

a cigarette, and sat down comfortably

before the fire, in order to wait for

Eeginald Blake. He had written to the

young man, announcing his arrival and

asking him to call, so he had no

doubt but that he would be favoured

with a visit. Having, therefore, ar-
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ranged his plan of action, he lay back

indolently in his chair, making plans for

the future, and building air-castles amid

the blue spirals of smoke which curled

upward from his lips.

About seven o'clock he heard a knock

at the door, and in answer to his invi-

tation to enter, a woman made her ap-

pearance. Beaumont, who had merely

turned his head to greet Reginald, was

rather astonished at this unexpected

guest, and arose to his feet in order to

see who it was. His visitor closed the

door carefully after her and stepped

forward so that she came within the

circle of light cast by the lamp on the

table, then, throwing back her veil,

looked steadily at the artist.

"Patience!"

"Yes, Patience," she replied, sitting

down on a chair near the table. " You

did not expect to see me ?
"
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"Well, no," answered Beaumont, indo-

lently leaning against the mantelpiece.

" I must confess I did not—but if you

want to speak with me, I can spare

you very little time, as I am waiting
"

" For Eeginald ? " she interrupted

quickly. " Yes, I know that."

" The deuce you do ! What a wonder-

ful woman you are! How did you find

out I was here ?
"

"I left instructions that I was to be

informed of your arrival, as I wished to

speak with you before you saw our

son."

" Indeed ! And what do you want to

speak to me about ?
"

" Your letter."

"I think my letter was too clear to

require further explanation," he said im-

patiently. " I told you my intentions."

" You did—and I have come to tell you

they will not be carried out."
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" Is that so ? " said Beaumont, with a

sneer. "Well, we'll see. Who will pre-

vent me doing what I like ?
"

" I wiU."

"Eeally—I'm afraid you over-rate your

powers, my dear Patience. You are a

clever woman, no doubt—a very clever

woman—but there are limits."

"As you observe, very truly, there

are limits," she retorted fiercely, " and

those limits you have overstepped. Do

you think I am going to stand by and

see you wring money out of my son ?
"

" Our son," he corrected gently. " You

forfi^et I am his father. As to wrinCTino;

money out of him, that's a very un-

pleasant wny of putting it. I simply

propose to appeal to his common sense."

" Sit down," said Patience, suddenly.

'* I wish to speak to you."

Beaumont shrugged his shoulders, then,

pushing the arm-chair to one side, sat
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down in it so that he faced her fairly,

keeping, however, with habitual caution,

his face well in the shade,

" By all means," he said amiably.

'• I always humour a woman when there is

nothing to be gained by doing otherwise.

Go on, my dear friend, I'm all attention."

The housekeeper was leaning forward,

resting her elbows on the table, and he

could see her finely-cut, bloodless face

—

looking as if carved out of marble, in

the yellow rays of the lamp-light—with

her nostrils dilated, her lips firmly closed,

and her black eyes sparkling with sup-

pressed anger.

" I see it's going to be a duel to the

death," he said, in a mocking tone,

leaning his head against the cushion of

the chair. "Well, I do not mind—I'm

fond of duels."

" You are a fiend
!

" she burst out

angrily.
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"Eeally! Did you come all this way

to impart that information? If so, you

have wasted your time. Tve heard the

same remark so often."

His brutally cool manner had a won-

derfully calming effect upon her, for

after this one outburst of anger, she

appeared to crush down her wrath by

a strong effort of will, smiled disdain-

fully, and went on to speak in a cold,

clear voice.

" Listen to me, Basil Beaumont : years

ago you did me the worst harm a man

could do a woman—you destroyed my life,

but thanks to my own cleverness I managed

to preserve at least the outward semblance

of a pure woman without sacrificing our

son in any way, but do you think that has

cost me nothing—do you think I did not

feel bitter pangs at having to deny ni}' own

son, and to veil my maternal longings und«u-

the guise of a servant ? I did so, not so

VOL. III. 40
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mucli to preserve my own good name as to

benefit the boy. I wanted liim to think he

liad no lieritage of shame, so that lie could

feel at least pride and selT-respect. When I

obtained the reward of my sacrifice—when

I saw that my son was satisfied with his lot

and had talents to make his way in the

world you came down for the second time

to ruin not my life, but his—the life of an

innocent being, who had never done you

any harm. I entered into your vile con-

spiracy because I thought it would benefit

my son, and now I repent bitterl}^ that I

ever did so. Owing to the foul lie you com-

pelled me to tell, he has gained a fortune,

but lost his self-respect. You do not under-

stand the feeling, because your heart these

many years has been steeped in wickedness,

but think what it has done to our unhappy

child—cast a blight upon his life which no

money, no position can ever remove—his

youth died from the moment I told him
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that lie, and whose work is it—mine or

yours, Basil Beaumont ? Mine or yours ?
"

She paused a moment, moistened her

dry lips with her tongue, and then went

on speaking rapidly with vehemence.

" And now when the worst is over—when

he is firmly settled in possession of that

wealth it has cost him his youthful happi-

ness to gain—when he is going to marry

the woman he loves, who will be able to

comfort him in some measure—you once

more return to work ruin for the third time

—you demand money to hush up a dis-

graceful secret—you would not only tell

him that he is still a nameless outcast, but

you would take all his money from him,

yes, and take also the girl who is to be his

wife—you would leave him a pauper—an

outcast—a miserable being with neither

self-respect, nor riches, nor consolation. I

implore you for my sake—for his sake—for

your own sake, not to do this—our crime

40*
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has shadowed his young life too much

already—tell him no more—go away from

this place, and let him have at least one

chance of happiness."

She arose to her feet at the last words,

and stretched out her arms appealingly

towards Beaumont with humid eyes and

an imploring expression on her face. The

artist sat silent, smiling cynically, with a

savage glitter in his eyes, and when she

had finished, broke into a hard laugh as

he also rose to his feet, flinging his cigarette

viciously into the fire.

" A very pretty thing to ask me to do,"

he said mockingly, " and a very useless re-

quest to make. Do you think I care for his

feelings or yours ?—not the snap of a finger.

I put Reginald in possession of the Gars-

worth estate not for his own sake, but for

mine. Had he been wise and allowed me

to guide him, he would have known no

more than he does now. If he gives me the
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money I ask, it is even now not too late,

but L am not going to spare him, either for

his own sake or yours. He will be here

soon, and I will tell him everything, so if he

does not give me what I ask, I'll ruin him

body and soul."

Patience flung herself at his feet, and

burst into tears.

" For God's sake, Basil, spare him."

" No."

" He is your child."

" The more reason for him to help me."

" Have you no mercy ?
"

" None—if it means getting no money."

" For my sake, spare him."

" For your sake least of all."

" You intend to tell him ?
"

"I do. You can save yourself the

trouble of making this melodramatic ex-

hibition. I'm not going to move one hair's

breadth from the position I have taken up.

I want monev, and I mean to have it."



150 THE MAN WITH A SECEET.

Patience sprang to her feet in an access

of mad fury and stood before him with

clenched hands and blazing eyes.

" Are you not afraid I'll kill you ?
"

" Not a bit."

"You defy me."

" I do."

She drew a long breath, and snatched up

her gloves from the table, her passion sub-

siding under his cool brutality as a stormy

sea subsides when oil is cast upon the waters.

" Very well," she said coolly. " I'll tell

everything to Doctor Larcher, and get him

to prosecute both of us for conspiracy. I

wnll stand in the dock and you beside me."

Beaumont laughed sneeringly.

" I've no doubt you will stand in the

dock," he said wdtli emphasis, " but not me.

I have done nothing in the matter, you

everything. Who is to prove I hypnotised

the old man, and forged the papers making

Eeginald the heir ?—no one. Who is to
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prove that you falsely passed off your son

as the heir ?—everyone. You are the sole

representative of the conspiracy, and I shall

simply deny the whole affair. It will be

my word against yours, and with such

-strong evidence as can be brought against

you I fancy you'll get the worst of it."

An expression of terror passed over the

face of the unhappy woman as she saw

what a gulf was open at her feet. It

was true what he said—she was the only

one who had spoken—to all outward

appearances he had in nowise been im-

plicated in the conspiracy. With a cry of

despair, she reeled back against the wall,

covering her face with her hands. . At that

moment Eeginald's voice was heard outside,

and with a rapid movement, Beaumont

sprang forward and caught one of her wrists

in his grip.

" Here is Eejzinald," he said in a harsh

whisper, " hold 3^our tongue or it will be
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the worse for you. I don't want him to see

you—hide in here and keep silent. What

I intend to do will depend upon the result

of this interview."

Patience said nothing, as all power of will

seemed to have deserted her, but allowed

herself to be dragged towards a door in

the wall which communicated with a stair-

case leading to the upper part of the

house. Pushing her in here, Beaumont

closed the door, then rapidly returned to

the fire-place and flung himself into his

chair.

" Act I. has been rather stormy," he

said to himself with a sneer. "I wonder

what Act n. will be like.'*



CHAPTER Xn.

FATHER AND SON.

Father I—art thou my father ?—pause, good sir,

Ere thou profanest thus that holy name.

A father should protect and guide his child

Through the harsh tumult of this noisy life,

But thou hast stood apart these many years

And left me to the mercy of the world.

With all its snares and madd'ning influence,

Yet now thou say'st " I am thy father "—nay,

JSTo name is that for such a one as thou.

Looking at that quiet room illuminated by

the mellow light of the lamp, no one could

have imagined the scene of terror and

despair which had lately taken place, yet

when Reginald entered, his face wore a

somewhat puzzled expression.

" How do you do, Beaumont ? " he said

as the artist arose with a frank smile and

took his hand. " I thought I heard a

scream."

" Did you ? " replied Beaumont, assisting
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liis visitor to remove his great coat. " Then

I'm afraid I must have been asleep, as I

heard nothing, not even your knock ; the

opening of the door aroused me."

" I didn't knock at all," said Eeginald,

sitting down by the fire and drawing his

chair closer to the burning coals. " I

should have done so, but I forgot and

walked straight in—you don't mind, do

" Not at all, my boy, you are perfectly

welcome," answered the artist heartily.

" Will you smoke ?
"

" Thank you, I've got my pipe."

He lighted his pipe and lay back in the

chair watching the fire, while Beaumont,

bending forward with his face in the shadow

puffed at his cigarette, watching Eeginald,

and crouching on the dark staircase with

her eye to the keyhole, a silent woman

watched both. It was a curious situation

and not without a touch of grim, comedy,
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though, as a matter of fact, the play

which the trio were about to act had

more in it of the tragic than the comic

element.

Eeginald, looking sad and weary, watched

the fire for some moments, till Beaumont,

feeling the silence oppressive, broke it with

a laugh.

'
" How fearfully dull you are, Blake,"

he said gaily, *' is anything wrong ?
"

Blake withdrew his sad eyes from the

fire and looked at the speaker with a

singular smile.

" Kot what many peoplie would call

wrong," he said at length. " I have a large

income, I am young, and I marry the girl I

love next week."

" Well, as you can't call any of those

blessings wrong, my friend, you ought to

be perfectly happy."

" No doubt—but perfect happiness is

given to no mortal."
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" You are very young to moralize," said

Beaumont with a faint sneer.

"Yes, it appears absurd, doesn't it, but I

can't help it ; ever since I discovered the

real story of my birth a shadow seems to

have fallen on my life."

" And why—w^ho cares for the bar

sinister now^-a-days ?
"

" Not many people I suppose, but I do

—I daresay I have been brought up in an

old-fashioned manner, but I feel the loss of

my good name keenly—wealth can gild

shame, not hide it."

" Eubbish ! you are morbidly sensitive on

the subject."

" No doubt I am—as I said before it's

the fault of my bringing up—but come,"

he continued in a livelier tone, " I did not

call to inflict my dismal mood upon you,

let us talk of other things."

" Such as your marriage ?
"

" Certainly—marriage is a pleasant sub-



FATHER AND SON. lol

ject," said the young man with a quiet

smile. " As I told you, I marry Miss

Challoner next week and then we go abroad

for a year or two."

" And what about your property in the

meantime ? " asked Beaumont.

" Oh, I'll leave it to my solicitors to

attend to."

" Why not appoint me your agent ?
"

Blake coloured a little at this direct

request and smiled in an embarrassed

manner.

" Well, I hardly see how I can do that,"

he said frankly, "I've only known you

about three months, and besides, I have

perfect confidence in my solicitors to manage

the property, so, with all due respect to

you, Beaumont, I must decline to appoint

you my agent."

He spoke with some haughtiness, as he

was irritated at the cool way in which

Beaumont spoke, but that gentleman seemed
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in nowise offended and smiled blandly as he

answered :

" If then, you will not help me in that

way, will you give me some money—say

hve hundred pounds ?
"

" Certainly not !
" retorted Blake hotly,

pushing back his chair, " why should I do

such a thing ? As I said before, I have only

known you three months—you were kind

enough to introduce me to some friends of

yours in Town, beyond this our friendship

does not extend—I have yet to learn that

gentlemen go about requesting sums of

money from comparative strangers."

" You have yet to learn a good many

things," said Beaumont coolly, irritated by

the independent tone of the young man,

" and one is that you must give me the

money I ask."

Blake jumped to his feet in amazement at

the peremptory tone of the artist and looked

at him indignantly. ; ..;c.^:.:
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"Must!" he repeated angrily, "I don't

understand the word—what right have you

to speak to me in such a manner ?—if you

think you've got a fool to deal with you

are very much mistaken—I decline to lend

or give you a sixpence, and furtherniore I

also decline your acquaintance from this

moment." :

He snatched up his overcoat and put it

on, but Beaumont, still cool and unruffled,

sat smiling in his chair.

" Wait a moment," he said slowly, " you

had better understand the situation before

you leave this room."

Eeginald Blake, who had turned his back

on the artist, swung round with a danger-^

ous expression in his dark eyes.

"I understand the situation perfectly,

sir
; you thought I was a young fool,

who, having come into money, was

simple enough to play the part of pigeon

to your hawk.'*
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Beaumont arose slowly from his chair

at this insulting speech, and frowned

ominously, while the woman hidden be-

hind the door watched the pair in a cat-

like manner, ready to intervene if she saw

cause.

"You had better take care, my boy,"

said Beaumont deliberately. " I am your

friend now, beware lest you make me your

enemy."

"Do you think I care two straws for

either your friendship or enmity ? " re-

plied Blake with supreme contempt,

looking the artist up and down. "If

so, you are mistaken—what can you do

to harm me I should like to know ?
"

" Then you shall know—I can dis-

possess you of your wealth and leave

you a pauper."

" Hardly—seeing I now know your true

character and touch neither dice-box nor

cards."
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"It will require neither dice-box nor

cards," replied Beaumont, wincing at this

home thrust, " I can dispense with those

aids—and I can reduce you to your

former position of a pauper and stop your

marrias^e."

" Indeed ! Then do so."

Beaumont was stung to sudden fur}^

by the young man's coolness, and lost

his temper.

" You defy me ! " he hissed, advancing

towards Blake. "You dare to defy me,

you pauper—3^ou outcast—you bastard !

"

"Liar!"

In another moment Eeginald had his

hand upon Beaumont's throat, his face

convulsed with rage, when suddenly

Patience sprang forth from her hiding-

place.

" Stop ! He is your father."

Blake's grip relaxed, and his arm fell

by his side, while Beaumont, stagger-

VOL. III. 41
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ing back, fell into the armchair and

began mechanically to arrange his dis-

ordered necktie.

"My father!"

It was Eeginald who spoke in a dull,

slow voice, with his face ghastly pale

and his eyes fixed upon the cowering

form of the woman before him.

" My father ! Is this true ?
"

Patience tried to speak, but her tongue

could not form the words, so Beaumont,

with a devilish light in his eyes, answered

for her.

"Quite true. Your mother has told

you."

" My mother ! You ?
"

The young man looked from one to

the other in a dazed manner, then, with

a gasping cry, staggered forward and

seized Patience by the arm.

" Do you hear what this man says ?

"

he said in a strained, unnatural voice.
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" That he is my father— that you are

my mother ! Is it true—tell me—is it

true ?
"

" It is true."

A look of horror overspread his face,

and flinging her away from him, with a

cry of anguish he fell against the wall

with white face and outstretched arms.

" My God ! it is true."

His mother looked apprehensively at

him for a moment, then fell on her knees

weeping bitterly.

"Spurn me—curse me—despise me!'*

she cried in a broken voice. " You have

every right to do so. I am your un-

happy mother and he is your father. I

lied when I said Fanny Blake and the

squire were your parents. I lied at your

father's instigation in order to gain you a

fortune. He designed the conspiracy—

I

carried it out."

" And I have been the dupe of both,"

41*
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interrupted Eeginald fiercely, steppingr

forward with uplifted hand as if to

strike her. "I don't beHeve this— it is

a He ! You are my nurse."

" I am your mother."

The calm manner in which she made

this assertion left no room for doubt,

and Eeginald Blake recoiled from that

kneeling figure as if it had been a snake.

" My mother ! " he muttered convulsively.

" Great Heavens ! my mother !

"

Patience saw how he shrank from her,

and a great wave of despair swept over

her soul as she struo^crled forward on her

knees, fiinging out her arms towards him

with a bitter cry.

"Oh, forgive me—forgive me!" she

wailed. " I did it for the best ; I did,

indeed. I denied you were my child in

order to save your good name, and I

only swore the lie about Fanny Blake

in order to make you rich. Do not
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shrink irom me, my son, I implore you.

Think how I have suffered all these years

—how I have sacrificed my life for your

sake. Have pity, Eeginald, as you hope

for mercy. Have mercy !

"

Eeginald Blake stood quiet for a

moment, then, controlling himself by a

powerful effort, raised her to her feet.

As he did so she looked timidly at his

face, but saw therein no pity, no tender-

ness ; onl}" the look of a man suffering-

agony. He placed her in a chair and,

without looking at her, advanced towards

the table.

" Before I can believe this story," he

said in a hard voice, " I require some

proof of it. By the squire's will the

property was left to the person who pro-

duced a certain paper, written by him,

and a ring. They were both found in

his desk, directed to me. If I am not

the squire's son how did this happen ?
"
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" I can explain that very easily/' re-

plied Eeaumont, taking some papers out

of his breast coat pocket. " When I

came down here a few months ago, I

heard of the squire's madness regarding

his reincarnation, and by means of a

hypnotic sleep I found out from his own

lips that he intended to leave all his

property to a fictitious son, who was to

be himself in a new body. Being under

my control in the hypnotic state, he

showed me where the paper and ring

were hidden. I took them from their

hiding place anl filled up the paper with

your name and that of Fanny Blake. I

then enclosed the ring and paper in an

envelope which the squire had directed to

you, resealed it, and, getting the keys

of his desk, placed them therein, where

they were found. You understand ?
"

" I understand ; but why did the

squire direct an envelope to me ?
"
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"Because he wanted to help you,

and wrote this letter and this cheque,

which he enclosed in an envelope to be

given to you by your mother. I used

the envelope as I explained, and kept

the letter and cheque by me. Here

they are as a proof of the truth."

Eeginald took up the papers the artist

placed upon the table and glanced over

them, then placed them in his pocket, and

turning away took up his hat.

" Where are ^^ou going ? " asked Beau-

mont, alarmed at his action.

" I am going to see Dr. Larcher and

tell him all," answered his son sternly.

"What other course is there for me to

take ?
"

" To hold your tongue," said the artist

eagerly. " Surely you're not such a fool

as to give up possession of an estate like

this for a mere feeling of honour. Pay

me a stated income and I will hold my



168 THE MAN WITH A SECRET.

tongue. Your mother will be silent for

her own sake, so no one will know the

truth."

Eeginald looked at him with unutterable

contempt.

" After bringing me so low as you have

done do you think I am going to sink

lower of my own free will ? " he said in a

scornful tone. " No ! a thousand times no.

I would not keep this property another

day if it were ten million a year. I see

what your plan has been—to threaten me

with exposure if I did not bribe you to

silence. You have mistaken me. I am

not so base as that. This property shall go

back to its rightful owner, and you will

not receive one penny either from her or

from me."

" I am your father."

" You are my father—yes, God help me !

If I am to believe this story you are my

father—a father I despise and loathe. One
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question more I only ask— are you my

mother's husband ?
"

" No," said Beaumont sullenly, " I am

not."

Eeginald turned a shade paler and

laughed bitterly.

" What have I done to be punished like

this ? " he said, raising his face in agony.

" You have taken away the wealth I

wrongfully possessed, you have deprived

me of my good name, of my self-respect,

but, as God is above us, you shall not

make me vile in my own sight by doing

your wicked will."

Another moment and the door closed, so

that Patience and Beaumont were alone.

Eising from her seat she took off her

bonnet.

" What are you going to do ? " asked

Beaumont savagely, all his innate brutality

showing itself now that the mask was

dropped.
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" I am going to stay here, to-night," she

said, unsteadily walking to the door, " and

to-morrow I will go to London, never to

return."

" Wliat about the Grange ?
"

" I shall never go back to the Grange,"

answered the woman slowly, " there is no

home for me there
;
you have done your

worst, Basil Beaumont—done your worst

—

and failed."

Again the door closed and Beaumont

was left alone—alone with his ruined hopes

and his despair.

" Failed," he muttered savagely, looking

into the fire. "Yes, I have failed to get

the money, but I shall not fail to ruin

Eeginald Blake for all that ; he thinks he

will still marry the heiress of the Grange
;

he can set his mind at rest—he will never

marry Una Challoner."



CHAPTER XIII.

BEAUMONT PLAYS HIS LAST CARD.

TLoiigli he seems to thee an angel

Let him not thy heart beguile,

He's a devil from a strange hell,

Evil lurks beneath his smile.

EouND the old Grange the winds were

howling dismally, and now that the thaw

had set in, the sadness of the place was

increased by the incessant dripping of the

melted snow. The dead leaves in the park

were sodden and heavy, so heavy, indeed,

that they could not be moved by the keen

wind, which, in revenge, shook the bare

boughs of the trees, or whistled dismally

through the cracks and crannies of the old

building.

Una sat at the window of the parlour

looking out at the heavy, grey sky, to
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which the bleak trees lifted up their gaunt

arms, and listening to the monotonous

dripping on the terrace. But, in spite of

the dreariness and solitude of the place,

surely her heart should have been lighter

and her face gayer than it was, seeing that

in a few days she was ooino- to be united to
^ CO

the man she loved. But the shadow on

the dismal landscape also rested upon her

face, and even the lively chatter of Miss

Cassy about the wedding could not bring a

smile into her mournful eyes.

" I'm sure, Una, dear, I'm glad you're

going to be married," said Miss Cassy, who

had put the tea cosy on her head pre-

paratory to leaving the room, " but really

I don't know what's coming over things
;

you look so sad—quite like a mourner, you

know—the Mourning Bride of what's-his-

name—and then for Patience to stay away

all night ! Why does she do it ?—why !

—

why !—she never did it before, and then
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those letters you got this morning, what

are they about ?—it's all so odd, I really

don't know what things are coming to."

" Things are going very well, aunt," said

Una with a faint smile. " Patience stayed all

night in the village because of the storm last

night, and as to those letters, I'll tell you

all about them later on."

" Yes, do, let me share 3^our confidence,

at least. I brought you up from pinafores,

you know, quite like my own child. Oh,

I wish I had one. Why haven't I a child ?

Now, I know what you're going to say

—

marriage, of course—but I've never had the

chance, nobody wanted to marry me—so

odd—I would have made a loving wife

—

quite like an ivy—really a clinging ivy.

Oh, if I could only find my oak."

The little lady fluttered tearfully out of

the room, leaving Una sitting alone with

the letters on her lap, looking out at the

dreary scene. She sighed sadly, and
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gathering the letters together arose from

her chair, when just at that moment a ring

came to the front-door bell. Una started

apprehensively and her pale face grew yet

paler, but she said nothing, only stood like

a statue by the window with an expectant

look upon her face. Hardly had the harsh

jingle of the bell ceased to echo through

the house when Jellicks entered, and wrigg-

ling up to Una, announced in a hissing

whisper that Mr. Beaumont desired to see

her.

"Mr. Beaumont," murmured Una, start-

ing suddenly, "what does he want, I

wonder ? I'd better see him, it may do some

good—some good. Yes ! " she said aloud,

" I will see him ; Jellicks, show Mr. Beau-

mont into this room."

She resumed her seat by the window as

Jellicks vanished, and shortly afterwards

the door opened and Basil Beaumont, look-

ing haggard and fierce, stood before her.
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He bowed, but did not attempt any warmer

greeting, and she, on her part, simply

pointed to a chair near her, upon which he

took his seat.

"I suppose you are astonished to see

me, Miss Challoner ? " he said, after a

pause.

" I confess I am a httle," she replied

calmly, " I thought you were up in London."

" So I was, but I came down to Gars-

worth yesterday."

" Indeed ? Our quiet little village must

have great attractions to draw you away

from London.'^

" I did not come down without an object.

Miss Challoner," he said gravely, " I have

a duty to fulfil."

" Towards whom ?
"

" Yourself. Yes, I came down from

London especially to see you."

*' It's very kind of you to take so much

trouble upon my account," she said coldly,
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looking keenly at him. " May I ask what

this duty is to which you allude ?
"

" It is the duty of an honest man to-

wards a wronged woman," said Beaumont

quietly.

" Meaning me ?
"

" Meaning yourself," he asserted solemnly.

" You speak in riddles, Mr. Beaumont,"

said Una, folding her hands. " I will be

very glad if you will explain them."

" Certainly. Two months ago your

cousin died and left all his property to a

supposed son, who turned out to be

Eeginald Blake ; I have now to inform you

that Eeginald Blake is no connection

whatever of Squire Garsworth, consequently

his assumption of the property is a fraud."

" What do you mean, sir ? " said Una

quickly. " I understood Mr. Blake's

identity was fully established
"

" Yes, by Patience Allerby," interrupted

Beaumont quickl3\ " She said he was the
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son of Fanny Blake and the Squire, know-

ing such a statement to be false."

" Then who are Mr. Blake's parents ?
"

" Patience Allerby and myself."

Una arose from her seat with an angry

colour in her cheeks.

" You— you Eeginald's father— im-

possible !

"

" It's perfectly true," he replied calmly.

"Patience Allerby came up to London

many years ago with me, and when

Eeginald was born she left me and came

down here, bringing up our son under

another name. I, as you know, came to

Garsworth some time ago, and saw her

again, but she asked me to say nothing, so

I obeyed her, but now that I find she has

committed a fraud, of which you are the

victim, I naturally hasten to put it right."

" Did Mr. Blake know he was not the

heir?"

" He did from the first," asserted Beau-

voL. in. 42



178 THE MAN WITH A SECREl'.

mont audaciously. " I have no doubt his

mother told him his true birth, and know-

ing the Squire's mania about re-incarnation

they made this conspiracy up together in

order to defraud you of the property."

" So Mr. Blake has deceived me ? " said

Una, in an unnaturally quiet tone.

" Yes, he has deceived you all along. I

have no doubt he prepared all the forged

documents which proved his identity with

the supposed son, and counted on your love

for him not to prosecute should anything

be discovered. I'm glad I have been able

to warn you in time. You will never marry

him now."

" But the property ; do you think he

will keep the property ?
"

" He will try to I've no doubt," said

Beaumont gravely, " but if you intrust

your case to experienced hands, I have no

doubt he will be made to disgorge his

plunder."
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" But to whom can I turn ? " said Una

helplessly. " I have no friend."

Beaumont arose to his feet, and came

close to her.

" Yes, you have one—myself."

"You?" she cried, recoilinor with a

shudder.

" Yes, I love you passionately, Una, and

if you will by my wife, I will recover your

property for you."

" But—your own son ?
"

*' I despise a son who could act as

Reginald has done. I came down here ex-

pecting to find an honourable man, but in-

stead I discover a scoundrel, a forger, and

a thief."

"Is it all true what you have said ?
"

murmured Una, looking straight at him.

" All true," he answered solemnly, " I

swear it."

"You liar!"

He started back in amazement, for she

42*
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was facing him like an enraged tigress, with

crimson cheeks and blazing eyes.

" What do you mean ? " he said in a

hoarse whisper.

" Mean ? " she repeated scornfully.

"That I know all, Basil Beaumont. Do

you see this letter? I received it from

your unhappy son this morning, giving me

back the property and revealing the whole

of your nefarious scheme. I know who

forged the documents—you ! I know who

hoped to enjoy the money through Eeginald

—you ! I know who comes with lies on

his lips to part me from the only man I

love—you ! Yes—you ! you ! you !

"

The baffled schemer stood nervously

fingering his hat, with a white, sullen face,

all his courage having left him. So mean,

so cowardly, so despicable he looked,

shrinking back against the wall before this

young girl, who towered over him like an

inspired Pythoness.
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"You tell me Eeginald Blake knew of

this base conspiracy," she said with con-

tempt. " Does this letter look like it ?

You say he will refuse to give up the

property—this letter says he surrenders it

of his own free will—and you have the in-

solence to speak of love to me. You

—

who so shamefully tricked and betrayed

Patience Allerby — you contemptible

hound!"

He tried to smile defiantly, and made an

effort to form a word with his white,

quivering lips, but both attempts were a

failure, and without glancing at her he

slunk towards the door, looking like a

beaten hound.

" Yes, slink away like the craven you

are," she cried disdainfully, "and leave

Garsworth at once, or I will prosecute

you for your scoundrelly conduct. Yes,

though you were twenty times Eeginald's

father."
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" I've spoilt his chance anyhow," he

hissed venomously.

" You have spoilt nothing of the sort,"

she retorted superbly. " Do you think I

believe the words of a vile thing like you

against this letter? I am going to Eeginald

Blake to-day, and will place myself and

my fortune in his hands—in spite of your

falsehoods I will marry him, and he will

still be master of Garsworth Grange—but,

as for you, leave the village at once, or I

will have you hounded out of it, as you de-

serve to be—you cur !

"

White with anger and shame, he tried

to speak, but with an imperious gesture

she stopped him wdth one word :

«Go!"

He slunk out of the door at once, a

ruhied and disgraced man.



CHAPTEE XIY.

A woman's heakt.

When Dame Fortune frowns severest,

Then I love thee best of all,

I will cling to thee, my dearest.

Though the world in ruins fall.

De. Larcher was in his study talking to

Eeginald Blake, who sat near the writing

table, leaning his head upon his hand, with

his arm resting on the desk. The face of

the good Vicar was somewhat clouded, as

he felt deeply for the unhappy young man,

and he was trying to speak words of com-

fort to him, although he felt how difficult

it was to converse cheerfully under present

circumstances. Eeginald, however, had

taken this second discovery more easily

than he had done the first, perhaps because

he had suffered so much already that he

could not suffer more. At all events, his
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face, though pale, was perfectly composed,

and there was a look of determination

about his lips and a serene light in his

eyes which gave great satisfaction to Dr.

Larcher.

" I must say, my dear boy," he said

kindly, " that you have great cause for

sorrow, but you must bear adversity like a

man, and I feel sure the result will be

beneficial to your future life—sooner or

later we all feel what Goethe calls ' world

sorrow,' and it is that which changes us

from careless youth to thoughtful manhood

—your trial has come earlier and has been

a more bitter one than that of most men,

but, believe me, out of this apparent evil

good will come ; remember the saying of

the old Eoman lyrist, Perrupit Acheronta

Herculeus labor—time wdll bring you relief,

and, if you resist manfully, you also will be

able to break througli this Acheron of

sorrow and pain."
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Eeginald listened attentively to this long

discourse, and, at its conclusion, lifted his

head proudly.

" I agree with all you say, sir," he replied

steadily, "and hope to profit by your

advice, but you must not think me a mere

weakling who gives in without a struggle

when trials come. No, I think your train'

ing has taught me more than that. I feel

bitterly the circumstances of my birth, and

in having parents I can neither honour nor

respect ; but the cruellest blow of all is

that I must renounce all hope of the

woman I love—it is very hard, indeed, to

almost gain the prize and then lose it

through no fault of my own."

" I think you misjudge Una," said the

vicar quietly, " she is not the woman to act

in such a way—in fact, now that you have

met with misfortune, I think she will love

you more than before."

" I hope so, yet I doubt it,'' replied the
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young man gloomily ;
" but now that all

my past is ended in ruin I must look to the

future and try and win a respected name,

which I have not got now. But first, what

am I to do about my parents ?
'*

" Regarding your father," said the vicar

thoughtfully, " I don't think you will see

any more of him, as he will probably leave

the village to-day—now that he can gain

nothing from you he will doubtless leave

you alone—but as to your mother, your

place is certainly by her side."

" But look how she has deceived

me."

" If she has erred it is through love of

you," replied Dr. Larcher gravely, " and

after all she is bound to you by the ties of

nature. Yes, you must look after her ; but

what about yourself ?
"

" I will go to London and make a fortune

by my voice."

" Your last sojourn in London was not
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productive of any good result," said the

vicar in gentle rebuke.

" Perhaps not, but if I erred it was with

my head not my heart. I was miserable,

and tried to drown my sorrows in dissi-

pation ; but now I go to town under widely

difierent circumstances—a pauper where I

once was wealthy—so my only dissipation

now will be hard work."

" That is right," said the vicar, approv-

ingly. " I am glad to see }'0u accept the

inevitable in such spirit

—

levius jit patientia

Quidquid corrigere est nefas.''

" It's the only spirit in which I can

accept the future," answered Eeginald

sadly, " seeing that I am to pass the rest of

my life without Una."

" As I said before, you wrong her ; she

is too noble a woman to leave you now you

are in trouble."

" I wish I was as certain as you are,"

said Blake, rising to his feet and walking to
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and fro, " but after what has passed I am

afraid to hope."

At this moment a knock came to the

door, and immediately afterwards Una

Challoner entered. She looked pale in her

dark mourning garments, but there was a

soft light in her eyes as they rested

on Eeginald which comforted the vicar

greatly.

"Welcome, m}^ dear," he said heartily,

rising and taking her hand, " j^ou could

not have come at a happier time. Eeginald

has great need of you, so I will leave you

both together, and I hope you will prove

the David to his Saul, in order to chase

away the evil shadow that is on him."

When the vicar had departed and closed

the door after him Una stood in silence,

looking at Eeginald, who had sat down

again. So sad, so despondent was his

attitude, that all the love of her heart

went out towards him, and walking
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gently up to her lover she touched his

shoulder.

" Eeginald."

" Yes," he said, lifting his heavy eyes to

her face. " What is it ? Have you come

to reproach me ?
"

"Eeproach you with what, my poor

boy ? " she asked, tenderly, kneeling beside

him. " What have you done that I should

come to you with harsh words ?
"

" You are a good woman, Una," said

Blake sadly, putting his hand caressingly

upon her head, " but I think there is a limit

even to your forbearance."

"What nonsense you talk," she said

lightly. *' I understand everything—you

are not responsible for the sins of your

parents."

"I cannot marry you now," he replied in

a low voice. " I can offer you nothing

except poverty and a dishonoured name."

" You can offer me yourself," said Una
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with a smile, " and that is all I want. As

to your dishonoured name, you forget you

have given that up—your name now is

Eeginald Garsworth."

"It was, but I surrender it with the

property."

"I hardly see that, seeing there is no

question of surrender. Yes," she went on,

seeing the 'astonishment depicted on his

face, " things are going to remain exactly

as they are. You will still be titular lord

of the manor, and we will look upon this

conspiracy of your unhappy parents as if it

had never existed."

" Impossible," he muttered. " I cannot

rob you of your property."

" Don't I tell you there is no robbery ?
"

she replied rapidly. " As man and wife

we will share the property in common, so

there is no necessity for you to surrender

what wiU soon come back to you by

marriage."
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" I had given up all hope of the mar-

riage !

"

" Ah ! you don't know how determined I

am when I take a thing into my head," she

said playfully. " We will be married next

week, and you will retain the property just

as if nothing had occurred. No one knows

the truth of the afiair except your parents,

and they will not speak."

" My father will, I know his vindictive

nature."

" Your father !
" she repeated contemptu-

ously. " Don't speak of Basil Beaumont by

that name. He has been no father to you,

and as for speaking you can set your mind

at rest. He called upon me this morning,

and I soon settled everything."

" He called on you ?
"

" Yes, with a lot of lies in his mouth, but

I threatened to prosecute him if he did not

leave the village, so by this time I think he

is out of the neighbourhood. Don't trouble.
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my dear, Beaumont will hold his tongue for

his own sake."

"And my mother?"

" I called at Kossiter's as I passed," she

answered, " and found your mother had

gone up to London this morning. We must

find her out and give her some money to

live on, for after all, w^hatever part she has

taken in this conspiracy it was for love of

you."

"Just what Dr. Larcher said."

" So you see everything is settled," she

said joyously, rising from her knees, "we

will be married next week and you will be

master of Garsworth Grange."

Eeginald was deeply affected by her noble

conduct, and rising to his feet embraced

her fondly.

" You are a noble woman," he said, with

tears in his eyes, " but can I accept this

sacrifice ?
"

" Why will you use such a word ?—there



A WOMAN'S HEART. 193

is no sacrifice in what I do for the man I

love."

" Eemember I bring you nothing.

"You bring me yourself, that is all I

want. Let the past be forgotten. When

we are married you will forget all the

troubles you have had.

He kissed her, smiling.

''You are my good angel," he said

simply.

VOL. III. 43



CHAPTEE XY.

THE DA'WN OE A NEW LIFE.

On mount and mere the moonlight lies

Dim shadows veil the western skies,

On every stream the starlight gleams,

And all is mystery and dreams.

But now Night folds her sombre wings.

The lark his morning carol sings,

A rosy light glows o'er the lawn,

And lo ! in splendour breaks the dawn.

It was about a year since the marriage of

Una with Eeginald, and they were standing

on the terrace of their hotel at Salerno,

which overlooked the sea. Far below lay

the blue ocean with its fringe of white

waves breaking on a shore that extended

in a curve round the base of the lofty

mountains, the summits of which were

clearly defined against the opaline sky.

And what a wonderful sky it was, for the

setting sun had irradiated the pure ether



THE DAWN OF A NEW LIFE. 195

with most gorgeous colours. Great golden

clouds in the west, forming a canopy over

the intolerable brilliance of the sinking

sun, melted into a delicate rose colour,which,

rising towards the zenith, imperceptibly-

dissolved into a cold, clear blue, out of

which peered a few stars. There were some

boats on the sea with their broad sails, and

the young couple on the terrace could hear

every now and then the shrill voice of a

minstrel singing a popular Italian air to the

clear notes of the mandolin.

It was a wonderfully picturesque scene,

and one which would have enchanted the

eye of an artist, but Mr. and Mrs. Garsworth,

leaning over the terrace, were not looking

at the splendours of sea and sky, being

engaged, one in reading and the other in

listening to a letter which appeared to in-

terest them deeply.

They had been wandering about the

Continent in a desultory kind of fashion

43*
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for many months, exploring all kinds of

old-fashioned cities, with their treasures of

bygone ages. They had gazed at the

splendours of the Alhambra at Granada,

enjoyed the brilliant glitter of Parisian

life, wandered in quiet Swiss valleys under

the white crest of Mont Blanc, seen the

Wagner Festival at Bayreuth, and dreamed

of mediseval ages in the narrow streets of

Nuremberg and Frankfort. Then coming

south they had beheld with delighted eyes

the white miracle of Milan Cathedral,

passed enchanted moonlit hours in the

palace-sided canals of Venice, idled amid

the awesome ruins of the Eternal City, and

after seeing the smoking crest of Vesuvius

rise over the marvellous bay of Naples, had

come to pass a few days at Salerno, that

wonderfully picturesque town, which recalls

to the student of Longfellow memories of

Elsie and her princely lover.

Eeginald was perfectly happy. He had.



THE DAWN OF A NEW LIFE. 197

it is true, lost all the gay carelessness of

youth, but ill its place he had found the

deeper joy which arises out of a great

sorrow. There never was a more devoted

wife than Una, nor a more attached husband

than Eeginald, and the bitter sorrow which

had shown them both how truly they loved

one another had borne good fruit, for they

had learnt to trust, love, and honour each

other so implicitly that no shadow ever

arose between them to darken their married

life. At Salerno, however, they had found

a letter from Miss Gassy, who had been left

in charge of Garsworth Grange, giving all

the news and urging them to return home

again. Nor was the request unwelcome,

for, now that his heart wound was to a

certain extent cured, Eeginald began to tire

of the glowing landscapes of southern

Europe, and to long for that cold northern

land so fresh and green under its mists and

rain.
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Una was reading the letter and Eeginald,

leaning liis arms on the balustrade of the

balcony, gazed idly at the fantastic splen-

dours of the scene before him, listening

eagerly to the news which brought so vividly

before him the long marshes, the dreary

Grange, and the quiet village life of

Garsworth.

" I do wish you would come back,

Una," wrote Miss Cassy, who, by the

way, wrote exactly as she spoke, " it

seems so odd the long time you've been

away. According to your instructions

the Grange has been done up beautifully,

and I'm sure you will see how my taste

has improved it. It's not a bit dreary

now, but bright and homelike, and I'm

sure you and dear Eeginald will love it

when you see it again. I do so long

to hear about your travels—Eome and

Santa Lucia, you know—it's a song, isn't

it .?"
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Curiously enough, as Una was reading

this the unseen minstrel below broke

into the well-known air with its charm-

ino- refrain. Eeoinald and Una looked

at one another and laughed.

"What a w^onderful coincidence," said

Eeginald, peering over the balcony to

see the musician ;
" if we told that to

Miss Gassy she wouldn't believe it; but

never mind, go on W'ith the letter."

"I received a letter from Dr. Nestley,

the other day," read Una. " Of course,

you know he married Cecilia Mosser, and

went home to his own place, at some

town in the North— I forget its name.

He is quite reformed now, and makes an

excellent husband. I hear he is making

a good deal of money, and Cecilia is

organist at a church up there. You

remember how beautifully she played ?
"

"I'm glad they are happy," inter-

rupted Eeginald, heartily. " Poor Nestley's
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life was nearly ruined by that scampish

father of mine."

" I see Aunty says something about

him," said Una, quickly. " She writes •

' In the letter I received from Dr.

Nestley, he says he heard that Mr. Beau-

mont—you remember, Una ?—who stayed

at Garsworth—a charmino' man—is ino

America, and has married a very rich

lady.'
"

"I wish her joy of the bargain," said

Eeginald, grimly. " I suppose he has

quite forgotten my poor mother."

"Never mind, dear," answered Una.

" I'm sure your mother is much happier

now."

" As a Sister of Mercy," said Eeginald,

in a musing tone, *' poking about among

the slums of London. It's a curious

life for her to take up."

"I think she always had a lean-

ing that way," replied Una with a
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sigh ; " and it will make her forget the

past."

" I wish she would accept some money,

to make her comfortable."

"I don't think she will," said Mrs.

Garsworth, folding up the letter ;
" but

when we go back again, perhaps she'll give

up London, and come back to Garsworth."

" I'm afraid not," replied Eeginald,

gravely. " My mother is a w^oman of

strong wall, and she thinks she has a

sin to expiate, so she'll stay and labour

there till she dies. Well, what else does

Miss Gassy say ?
"

" Nothing particular," answered Una,

putting the letter in her pocket. "Mrs.

Larcher still labours under 'The Afflic-

tion.' Dr. Larcher has been to London,

to attend some archaaological meeting.

Dick Pemberton has come in for his

money, and, Aunty thinks, has some idea

of asking Pumpkin to be his wife."
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" Pumpkin ? " echoed Eeginald, in a

shocked tone. "No, Una, you forget

—

Eleanora Gwendoline."

They both laughed, and Una went on

giving the news.

" Jellicks and Munks are both well, and

Ferdinand Priggs is going to bring out a

new volume of poems."

" Is he, really ? " said Eeginald, lightly.

" Don't I pity the unhappy public ! But

all this news makes me home-sick, Una."

" I feel exactly the same," she replied,

rising to her feet, and slipping her arm

into that of her husband. "Let us go

home again."

" Yes, I think we will," said Eeginald,

after a pause. " I don't mind living at

Garsworth, now you are with me, Una."

" And what about your voice ? " she

said, playfully. "Your wonderful voice,

that was going to make your fortune ?
"

" Ah, that is a dream of the past,"
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he said, half sadly. " I will settle down

into a regular country squire, Una, and

the only use I'll make of my voice will

be to sing Lady Bell to you."

Then, putting his arm round her, he

sang the last verse of the quaint old

ballad

:

" My Lady Bell, in gold brocade,

Looked not so fair and sweet a maid.

As when, in linsey woollen gown,

She left for love the noisy town."

His voice sounded rich and full in the

mellow twilight, while the minstrel below

stopped playing, as he heard the song

floating through the shadowy air. The

sun had sunk into the sea, and the

stars were shining brilliantly. One long

bar of vivid light stretched along the

verge of the horizon, and the air was

full of shadows and the perfume of un-

seen flowers.

" See !
" said Eeginald, pointing towards

the band of light, " it is like the dawn."
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" Yes !—the dawn of a new life for you

and for me, dear," she whispered ; and

then they wandered along the terrace,

through the shadows, with the hoarse

murmur of the distant sea in their ears,

but in their hearts the new-born feelings

of joy and contentment.

THE END.



31, Southampton Street, Strand,

London, W.C.

F. V. WHITE & CO.'S
LIST OF

PUBLICATIONS.



F. V. WHITE & Co.'s Publications.

New Hovels at all Circulating Libraries.

THE MAN WITH A SECRET. By Fergus Hume,
Author of " The Mystery of a Hansom Cab," &c. 3 vols.

THE MYSTERY OF M. FELIX. By B. L. Farjeon,
Author of "A Young Girl's Life," &c. 3 vols.

CRISS CROSS LOVERS. By the Honble. Mrs. H. W
Chetwynd. 3 vols.

A DAUGHTER'S SACRIFICE. By F. C Philips,
Author of "As in a Looking Glass," and Percy Fendall,
Author of " Spiders and Flies," &c, 2 vols.

A NEW OTHELLO. By Iza Duffus Hardy. 3 Vols.

BLINDFOLD. By Florence Marryat, Author of
" My Sister the Actress ' (2s.), " Facing the Footlights

"

(2s. 6d.), &c. 3 vols.

TWO FALSE MOVES. By Jean Middlemass. 3 Vols.

FAIRFAX OF FUYSTON ; or a Practice Confess'd.

By Mrs. Hibbert Ware. 3 vols.

THE LAST OF THE CORNETS. By Col. Rowan
Hamilton. 2 vols. 12s.

ON THE CHILDREN. By Annie Thomas (Mrs.
Pender Cudlip), Author of " Eyre of Blendon." 3 vols.

AN UNRULY SPIRIT. By Mrs. Aylmer Gowing,
Author of " The Jewel Reputation," &c. 3 vols.

FOR SOMEBODY'S SAKE. By Edith Stewart
Drewry 3 vols.

A CRUEL WRONG. By Mrs. Houstoun, Author of

"Recommended to Mercy," "Barbara's Warning" (2s. 6d.),

&c. 3 vols.

THE M. F. H.'s DAUGHTER. By Mrs. Robert
JocELYN, Author of "^100,000 versus Ghosts" (2 vols.), "A
Distracting Guest" (2 vols.), &c. 3 vols.

CASTE AND CREED. By Mrs. F. Penny. 2 vols.

AN UNWILLING EXILE. By M. Andre Raffalo-
viCH. 2 vols., 12s.

THE LOVE OF A LADY. By Annie Thomas.
3 vols. (In August.)

THE NEW DUCHESS. By Mrs. Alexander Eraser,
3 vols. (In August.)

F. V. WHITE & CO., 31, Southampton Street, Strand.



F. V. WHITE & Co.'s Publications.

TEE WORKS OF JOEI STMN&E WINTER.

UNIFORM IN STYLE AND PRICE.

Each in Paper Cover, 1/- ; Cloth, 1/6. At all Booksellers & Bookstalls.

FERRERS COURT.
BUTTONS, (oth Edition.)

A LITTLE FOOL, cea Edition.)

MY POOR DICK.
(6th Edition.) Illustrated by Maurice Greipfenhagen.

BOOTLES' CHILDEEN.
(Tth Edition.) Illustrated by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE.

" John Strange "Winter is never more thoroughly at home than when delineating
the characters of children, and everyone will be delighted with the dignified Madge
and the quaint Pearl. The book is mainly occupied with the love affairs of Terry
(the soldier servant who appears in many of the preceding books), but the children
buzz in and out of its pages much as they would come in and out of a room in real

life, pervading and brightening the house in which they dweU."

—

Leicester Daily
Post.

THE CONFESSIONS OF A PUBLISHEE.
"The much discussed question of the relations between a publisher and his clients

furnishes Mr. John Strange Winter with material for one of the brightest tales of

the season. Abel Drinkwater's autobiography is written from a humorous point ol

view ; yet here, as elsewhere, ' many a true word is spoken in jest,' and in the con-
versations of the publisher and his too ingenuous son facts come to light that are
worthy of the attention of aspirants to literary tame."—Morning Post.

MIGNON'S HUSBAND, (oth Edition.)

" It is a capital love story, full of high spirit?, and written in a dashing style that
will charm the most melancholy of readers into hearty enjoyment of its fim."—
Scotsman.

THAT IMP. (9th Edition.)

"Barrack life is abandoned for the nonce, and the author of ' Booties' Baby '

introduces readers to a coimtry home replete with every comfort, and containing
men and women whose acquaintanceship we can only regret can never blossom into
friendship."

—

WhiteJiall lieview.

" This charming little book is bright and breezy, and has the ring of supreme
truth about it."

—

Vanity Fair.

MIGNON'S SECEET. asth Edition.)

"In 'Mignon's Secret' Mr. Winter has supplied a continuation to the never-to-
be-forgotten ' Booties' Baby.' . . , The story is gracefully and touchingly
told."—John Bull.

F. V. WHITE & Co., 31, Southampton Street, Strand.



F. V. WHITE & Co.'s Publications.

THE WORKS OF JOHN STRANGE }MlNTER-(con(inued).

ON MAECH. (7th Edition.)

"This short story is characterised by Mr. Winter's customary truth in detail

humour, and pathos."—Academy,

•• By publishing ' On March,' Mr J. S. Winter has added another little gem to his

well-known store of regimental sketches. The story is written with humour and a
deal of feeling."

—

Army & Navy Gazette,

IN QUAETEES. (sth Edition.)

"•In Quarters' is one of those rattling tales of soldiers' life which the public have
learned to thoroughly appreciate."

—

The Graphic.

" The author of ' Booties' Baby ' gives us here another story of military life, which
few have better descrihei."—British Quarterly Review.

AEMY SOCIETY ; Life in a Garrison Town.
Cloth, 6/-; also in Picture Boards, 2/-. (Sth Edition.)

" This discursive story, dealing with life in a garrison town, is full of pleasant

go ' and movement which has distinguished ' Booties' Baby,' 'Pluck,' or in fact a
majority of some half-dozen novelettes which the author has submitted to the eyes

of railway bookstall patronisers."—Ztoiiy Telegraph.

" The strength of the book lies in its sketches of life in a garrison town, which are
undeniably clever. . , , It is pretty clear that Mr. Winter draws from life,"—iSf.

James's Gazette.

GAEEISON GOSSIP, Gathered in Blankhampton.
(A Sequel to " ARMY Society.") Cloth, 2/6 ; also in Picture Boards, 2/-

4th Edition.)

" ' Garrison Gossip ' may fairly rank with ' Cavalry Life,' and the various other
books with which Mr. Winter has so agreeably beguiled our leisure hours."—Sator-
day Review.

" The novel fully maintains the reputation which its author has been fortunate

enough to gain in a special line of his own."—Graphic.

A SIEGE BABY. Cloth, 2/6; picture boards, 2/-

" The story which gives its title to this new sheaf of stories by the popular author
of ' Booties' Baby ' is a very touching and pathetic one. . . . Amongst the other
stories, the one entitled, ' Out of the Mists' is, perhaps, the best written, although
the tale of true love it embodies comes to a most melancholy ending."—County
Oentlemen.

BEAUTIFUL JIM (sth Edition.)

Cloth Gilt, 2/6 ; also Picture Boards, 2/-.

MES. BOB. (3rd Edition.)

Cloth gilt, 2/6.

F. V. "WHITE & Co., 31, Southampton Street, Strand.



F. V. WHITE & Co.'s Publications. o

MRS. EDWARD KENNARD'8 SPORTING NOVELS.

At all Booksellers and Bookstalls.

MATRON OR MAID. Cloth, 2s. 6d.

LANDING A PRIZE. (3rd Edition.)

Cloth, 2s. 6d.

OUR FRIENDS IN THE HUNTING FIELD.
Cloth, 2/6.

A CEACK COUNTY.
Cloth gill, 2/6, ; also Picture Boards, 2s.

THE GIRL IN THE BROWN HABIT.
Cloth gilt, 2/6 ; Picture Boards, 2/-. (4th Edition.)

" ' Nell Fitzgerald ' is an irreproachable heroine, full of gentle womanliness, and
rich in all virtues that make her kind estimable. Mrs. Kennard's work is marked
by high tone as well as vigorous narrative, and sportsmen, when searching for some-
thing new and beguiling for a wet day or spell of frost, can hardly light upon any-
thing better than these fresh and picturesque hunting stories of Mrs. Kennard's."—
Daily Telegraph.

KILLED IN THE OPEN.
Cloth gilt, 2/6 ; Picture Boards, 2/-. (3rd Edition.)

" It is in truth a very good love story set in a framework of hounds and horses,

but one that could be read with pleasure independently of any such attractions."—
Fortnightly Review.
"

' Killed in the Open ' is a very superior sort of hunting novel indeed."—(?rapAic,

STRAIGHT AS A DIE.
Cloth gilt, 2/6 ; Picture Boards, 2/-. (3rd Edition.)

" If you like sporting novels I can recommend to you Mrs. Kennard's ' Straight as
a Die.' "—Truth.

A REAL GOOD THING.
Cloth gilt, 2/6. Also Picture Boards, 2/-. (5th Edition.)

'• There are some good country scenes and country spins in ' A Real Good Thing.'

The hero, poor old Hopkins, is a strong character."

—

Academy.

TWILIGHT TALES. {illustrated.) Cloth gilt. 2/6.

BY THE SAME AUTHOR.
In Paper Cover, 1/-; Cloth, 1/6.

THE MYSTERY OF A WOMAN'S HEART.

A GLORIOUS GALLOP, (second Edition.)

F. V. WHITE & Co., 31, Southampton Street, Strand.



r. V. WHITE & Co.'s Publications.

HAWLET SMART'S SPOETIN& HOVELS.
At all Booksellers and Bookstalls.

LONG ODDS. Cloth gilt, 2/6. (3rd Edition.)

THE MASTEE OF EATHKELLY.
Cloth gilt. 2/6. (5th Edition.)

THE OUTSIDEE. Cloth gilt, 2/6. (4th Edition.)

BY THE SAME AUTHOR. Each in Paper Cover, 1/- ; Cloth, 1/6.

A BLACK BUSINESS.
THE LAST COUP. (3rd Edition)

CLEYEELY WON.

NEW NOVELS
By B. L. FARJEON.

In Cloth, 2/6.

A YOUNG GIEL'S LIFE.
TOILEES OF BABYLON.
THE DUCHESS OF EOSEMAEY LANE.

By the Author ot " Great Porter Square," &c.

In Paper Cover, 1/- ; Cloth, 1/6.

THE PEEIL OF EICHAED PAEDON.
A STEANGE ENCHANTMENT.

By the Author of " Devlin the Barber," &c.

THE HONOURABLE MRS. FETHERSTONHAUCH'S
NEW NOVEL.

DEEAM FACES. cioth,2/6.

By the Author of "Kilcorran," " Robin Adair," &c.

BRET HARTE'S NEW NOVEL. Cloth, 2/6 ; Picture Boards, 2/..

THE CEUSADE OF THE EXCELSIOE.
By the Author of " The Luck of Roaring Camp," &c.

SIR RANDAL ROBERT'S SPORTING NOVEL.
CUEB AND SNAFFLE, cioth giit, 2/6.

By the Author of " In the Shires," &c.

DAUGHTEES OF BELGEAVIA.
By Mrs. ALEXANDER ERASER. Cloth. 2/6.

F. V. WHITE & Co., 31, Southampton Street, Strana.



F. V. WHITE & Co.'s Publications.

MRS. H. LOVETT CAMEROS'S lOTELS.

At al] Booksellers and Bookstalls.

IN A GRASS COUNTRY.
(A Story of Love and Sport.) (!<th Edition.) Paper CoTers 1/-,

" We turn with pleasure to the green covers of ' In a Grass Country.' The three
heroines are cuarming each in her own way. It is well sketched, full of character,
with sharp observations of men and women—not too hard on anybody—a clear story
carefully written, and therefore easily read. . . . recommended."

—

Punch.
" When the days are short and there is an hour or two to be disposed of indoors

before dressing time, one is glad to be able co recommend a good and amusing novel

.

•In a Grass Country' may be said to come under this description."

—

Saturday
Review.

A LOST WIFE.
Cloth, 2/6.

A NORTH COUNTEY MAID
(3rd Edition.) Cloth, 2/6.

A DEAD PAST.
(3rd Edition.) Picture Boards, 2/-.

A DEVOUT LOVER.
Picture Boards, 2/-.

THE COST OF A LIE.
Cloth, 2/6 ; also Picture Boards, 2/-.

THIS WICKED WORLD.
(3rd Edition.) Cloth, 2/6.

TWO NEW NOVELS by

JUSTIN M'CARTHY, M.P.
AND

MRS. CAMPBELL PRAED.
Cloth, 2s. 6d. each.

THE LADIES' GALLERY.
THE RIVAL PRINCESS.

iJy the Authors of "The Right Honourable," &c.

F. V. WHITE & Co., 31, Southampton Street, Strand-



F. V. WHITE & Co.'s Publications.

MES. ALEXiUIER'S KOYEIS.

At all Booksellers and Bookstalls.

A FALSE SCENT.
Paper Cover, 1/- ; Cloth, 1/6. (Third Edition.)

A LIFE INTEEEST.
Cloth, 2/6. Also Picture Boards, 2/0.

BY WOMAN'S WIT.
(3rd Edition.) Picture Boards, 2/-. ».

" In Mrs. Alexander's tale

Much art she clearly shows
In keeping dark the mystery
Until the story's close 1 "—Punch,

MONA'S CHOICE. cioth,2/6.

" Mrs. Alexander has written a novel quite worthy of hQr."—Athen(mTn.
"

. . . it is pleasant and unaffected."—Saturday Review.

•'The story is pleasantly told, and some of the subsidiary characters are specially

good. Mr. Craig, Mona's uncle, is indeed a triumph of truthful and humorous de-

lineation, and we think that on the whole ' Mona's Choice ' must be considered Mrs.

Alexander's best no\el."—Spectator,

"ETTA'S" MW HOVEIS.

Each in Paper Cover, 1/- ; Cloth, 1/6. At all Booksellers & Bookstalls.

THE DOCTOE'S SECEET.

A VAGABOND LOYEE.

THE MYSTEEY OF A TUEKISH BATH.
(2nd Edition.)

" Every fresh piece of work which ' Rita ' publishes, shows an increase of power,

and a decided advance on the last. The booklet contains some very smart writing

indeed."— Whitehall Review,

THE SEVENTH DEEAM. A Eomance.
••

. . . is a powerful and interesting study
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